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ROTHNET AND LINDA. 



CANTO I. 

I. 

"TXTHY is so long the harp of Spenser mute ? 
V V Is there no bard will dare to touch the string ? 
Or must it lie dishonoured under foot, 

With none to lift it upward, and to fling 
The notes to heaven upon enraptured wing ? 
And should a novice to such height aspire? 

Where men have sung he will essay to sing ; 
Though never can he breathe such heavenly fire 
As dashed along the chords of their majestic lyre. 

n. 

Oh, speak true words to youth ! true words are gold : 

Blend truth with early life, and it will grow 
In love and virtue, and feel not the cold 

Breath of the world corrupt its native glow. 

Oh, what a heavenly, what a loving flow 
There is in a young heart ! Oh, stay it not, 

But intermingle truth and let it go ! 
If any deign to list my humble thought, 
Give oar, as Rothnet mourns a life half lived for nought. 
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ni. 

'* youth — folly — ^have I lived in vain ? 

Must the fond fancies of thy darling years 
Perish, and I bleed witli regret and pain ? 

Am I resolved ? pity, weep your tears ! 

I am — ^must be— resolved. The tempest nears — 
More fierce than lightning, half hell in the van ! 

Drown the coward promptings of unholy fears, 

all ye Virtues ! give the aid ye can, 

And lead me forth to do as may beseem a man. 

IV. 

" Oh, give me strength to meet whatever befall 
Submissively — and let the heaviest blow 
Be tempered with most cheerfulness, that all 
The bristling batteries of incessant woe 
May fail to lay a patriot spirit low ! 
Taking my stand upon the towers of right, 

How should I fall ? — ^let what will be the foe ! 
All that is good in heaven and earth, unite 
To fortify my soul and bear me through the fight. 

V. 

** I need all succour : every boyish deed,* 

Each hope that dazzled in a life gone by, 
Has hurled me forward with the furious speed 
Of madness to this mournful destiny : — 
And yet not mournful, insomuch that I 
Have gripped my folly in his last death-clutch : 
All shall be changed, and changed without a 
sigh : 

1 am resolved : no pain shall be too much : 

1*11 live henceforth that time shall joy my life was 
such. 
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VI. 

'^ I will be calm amid the storms that rise 
To spend on me a fury all in vain : 
Misfortune shall but tend to make me wise. 
And it shall be my joy to suffer pain. 
I quicken forth the fire of high disdain 
For what — alas that it should be ! — hath been ; 

I tell my soul it shall not be again ; 
My eyes no more shall see what they have seen ; 
The hope of better things henceforth shall be my 
Queen ; 

vn. 

** And fixing upon her a tranquil gaze, 

My eyes will feed upon a purer light 
Than heretofore, and thus my future ways 

Will not be choked by phantoms of the night. 
Pll cloud no more, as I have done, the bright 
Of things ; but look more narrowly upon 

The inviolate boundaries of wrong and right : 
Resolve and execution shall be one 
To do right and undo the wrong that I have done. 

vni. 

" The light of heaven is dawning, and a stream 
Of golden thought coblent to waken truth 
Pours down upon me ; and no more the dream 
And aspiration of deluded youth 
Drive me to folly. I have done, in sooth, 
With all that but a little year ago 

Was dearer far than life ; yet mercy doth, 
In kindness, so direct the changing blow, 
That it doth more exalt than lay my spirit low% 
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IX. 

** When first the light of reaaon woke my soul 
From its long sleep of folly, and I knew 
In its uncoyered hideousness the goal 

To which I sped, what passion rent me through, 
"WTiat sense of sin ajid shame ! Oh, ghastly view, 
As poison to the life — a life in vain ! 

Not yet, my God, if aught on earth be true ? 
Is there not light in heaven to purge the stain 
Of my black deeds, and make that I shall live again ? 

X. 

" Thus am I saved for ever ! — Oh, how small 

The thing that saves me! but one upward 
glance 
From the abyss of a disgraceful fall : — 
I am awakened from the cloudy trance 
Of error and untruth, that would, perchance 
Eternally, have darkened all the good 

Within my soul. Prudence and right enhance 
Beyond all gold the value of young blood : 
Come prudence and come right, I'U stand where I 
. have stood. 

XI. . 

"I stood before ; and nobly as I thought : 

Tet I, and all my life, was in the wrong. 
A weary lesson — ^learnt to be untaught — 

Was youth to me, for error lives not long. 
I was most weak in what I thought most 
strong ; 
For what I joyed I had most need to mourn ; 
I lost the light of reason 'mid the throng 
Of lights that lead to darkness, and was borne 
0*er the wide waste of life an outcast and forlorn. 
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XII. 



** For my young life was fed with deadly food : 

Mistaken sense of liberty and man 

"Was basely mingled with, my tender blood, 

Fostered subservient to a servile plan. 

A stream of folly through my boyhood ran : 

And as life grows, its follies grow not less ! 

The evu that in those ill days began 
When I knew not, has grown, till I confess 
The sweet springtime of life a wintry wilderness, 

xin. 

" For I was taught to look upon the woes — 

The sufferings that man will make his own — 
As though they were the work of outer foes, 

More fiends than men, who loved to hear him 

moan. 
And all the powers of madness spurred me on ! 
I thought some few were bom to tyrannize, 

And millions more to work, and sweat, and 
groan : 
I lifted up my soul to scan the skies, 
And thought I heard heaven say, ' Be slaves no more ! 
Arise ! ' 

xrv. 

" ' Arise and trample on the scornful foe ! 

Spare not the palace where the tyrant raves 
Of right divine ; and let the oppressors know 
I e will be freemen, ye will not be slaves.' 
* We will be free, and o'er the tyrants' graves 
Trample', I said in madness ; and the voice 

oped, as the lightning, far o'er lands and waves. 
Thousands on thousands lift on high ' Rejoice ! ' 
No longer peace, but war — and / have made 
choice. 





*' 'To armsl je patriots! death or Yictoiy! 

To aims ! and be no slaTes, bnt men once more ! 
Beat down the hanghtj tyrant and be free ! — 
Arise and do as men have done before ! 
To arms ! and strike, that when the fight be o'er. 
Ye maj arise as free — to arms ! to arms ! 

Be not af&ighted when the oppressor's gore 
Wet your avenging swords ! snch blood but warms 
With zeal the heart that sheds it ! strike ! to arms ! 
to arms! 

XVI. 

'^ ' Arm now, ye patriots ! arm, and strike the blow 
That shall deliver all ye hold as dear 
From the oppression of a brutal foe ! 

Arm ! and thank heaven revenge at length is 

near. 
Arm ! arm ! and strike ! shed no unmanly tear ! 
When coward tyrants in despair shall ciy 

With whimpering words for mercy, do not hear ! 
Bemember your past wrongs, and lift on high 
The sword avenging all, and lei; the tyrant die I 

. xvn. 

" ' Bemember your past wrongs — can ye forget ? 
Oh, heaven, it is no trifle ye have borne ! 
Strike with the galling fresh within you yet 

Of your deep wounds ! strike ! strike I for ye 
have sworn ! , 

Strike! and remember those that made you 
mourn! 
Strike ! and remember unrequited toil ! 

Oh, heaven of heavens ! can ye forget the scorn ? 
Oh, heaven of heavens ! and can ye now recoil ? 
No ! strike I and death to all that made your lashod 
blood boil. 
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xvin. 

*' ' Arise and trample on the insolent foe ! 

Now ye are men ; ye were but slaves before : 
The God of battles and your deeds shall show 
To all the world that ye are slaves no more ! 
The days of your long tyranny are o'er : 
Henceforth ye shall no longer sweat and groan 
Beneath the godless burthen that ye bore 
For minion revellers, who, with hearts of stone, 
Live, while ye starve to prop a mockery and a throne ! 

XIX. 

" ' Hunger and pain — and earn ye not the bread? 

film and behold your children ! do not weep 
Your woman tears for those that are not dead ! 
Mourn not the living! vengeance will not 

sleep ! 
Vengeance will come — ^has come! and doth 
o'erleap 
The barriers of their wrongs ! shed no tears I 
Shed no unmanly tears ! but rise and steep 
The ground with llood to avenge the groaning 
years 
When they, and you, and all you love were sufferers !' 



" These were the cries that rent the shrieking air 

Soon as the breath of my rash words had gone 
O'er the far lands and waters, everywhere 
To blast with ruin what it fell upon ! 
heaven I what madness was it drove me on 
Step upon step to deepen into woe ! 

That I should do w]iat I, alas, have done : 
Ye that were young yourselves — all, all must know 
How fast in life's yoimg spring the seeds of madness 
grow. 



8 bothhet ahd lutda. 

XXI. 

'* I, the bright child of hope, baptized in tears. 

And cradled through the onward lapse of time 
In the still bosom of the fostering years. 

Was moulded to the first footprints of crime. 
Parental fondness watched me slowly climb 
The steep ascent whereon its hopes were built — 

I struggled on misguided, till, sublime 
On the high pinnacle of conscious guilt, 
I fell — and with my fall such hopes are ever spilt. 

XXII. 

" The lives which made my life— they are no more : 
For me, alas ! they only were too long — 
Oh, would to heaven they could have died before, 
"When I and my fond foolishness were young ! 
The principles they taught me have unstrung 
The sinews of my life, and left me lone. 

And tired of earth, and spiritless, among 
A world of scornful faces, to bemoan 
A youth of frenzied zeal — ^most false — alas ! my own. 

xxin. 

'* For I was left on earth when they were dead 
With others, dear as life itself to me, 
Who in blind faith for monstrous freedom, fed 
The fevered madness of mock liberty 
That slumbered on my brain. — I love to be 
With them ; and my high blood bursts all control, 
Boils for their wrongs ! the stings of tyranny 
Quicken my life to flame, and rouse, and roll 
The fires of passion through the tremblhigs of my sonl ; 
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xxrv. 

" Till BwoU'n with rage, I cry ' Shall it be borne ? ' — 
And then they looked on me, and sweetly 
smiled, 
And bid me tell them what it was had torn 

My heart so rudely, and had made me wild. 
And thus they fed my passion, and beguiled 
Me with their griefs and fancied wrongs, that late. 
Through their dear love for me, a wildered 
cMld, 
I lingered on the threshold of the fate 
That was so nearly mine — ^their love was worse than 
hate! 

XXV. 

** I cannot blame them ; ill it were for me 

To wound them further in their deep distress : 
The end for which they laboured may not be, 
And all their sweet is turned to bitterness. 
Though they were wrong, I cannot love them 
less! 
For true were they although that truth was vain : 
Shield them, ye angels ! and though happiness 
Be theirs no more on earth, in love restrain, 
As long as they shall live, the violence of pain. 

XXVI. 

" I know that they will sooner wish me dead 

Than do what I shall do : can I forbear ? 
My Gk)d, I cannot ! all resource is fled, 

And I am wedded with a blank despair. 
I bleed for them ; the burthen they must bear, 
Far heavier borne for me, wrings out the blood 

From my young life, till I can scarcely dare 
To be a man and breast the angry flood 
That must jdl overwhelm me — a life misundet«ktftKA\ 
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" I fear not light, but darkness — and that mow 
When rolled in the similitnde of light ; 
Feigning the noonday htightnese, when the con 
Of its true heing is more hlack than night. 
Ix>ok ^J* into the heart, and when thy sighl 
Besta on a soul which treasures virtue there, 

Make il« life one with thine : thon shalt un 
Two souls in one, and each become more f^r 
Breathing a mutual lore &om one sweet atmoaphe 



" Such I>inda is to me : there are in her 

The breathings of tliat sanctity and rest 
Angelic spirits love to minister : 

The soul of all sweet beauty unoonfeeaed — 
Most lovely of the lovely, and yet dressed 
With a beatitude of modesty 

Fairer than form — all love and heaven co 
pressed 
Into one perfect being, as would be 
An angd upon oarth :— such linda is to me. 



1 



" We twain have Krown together, and have learn 
To livo OUT lives into one common mould 

Of sweet communion : how tho times returned 
To t)io pure lustre of their former gold, 
As wo o'ortrod the heartlesanesa and cold 

Of human nature, and ascended higher, — 

While life and life were blended and control 

In virtue and for virtue, — on tho fire 
Of loTO that lifts to hoavon on wiugs that never ti 
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XXZ. 



" No thought had birth in me that was not hers 
As soon as it had being. When she threw 
Her warm light on it — ^like to that which stirs 
When mom is up amid the wakened dew — 
It felt her loving essence pierce it through, 
And blossomed forth like a young bud of spring 

Beneath the smile of the most heavenly blue : — 
Thus every thought that rose in me, took wing 
And basked beneath the smile of her bright welcoming. 

XXXI. 

"And thus we lived, and thus we twain were one 
In the blest interchange of life and thought. 
Our lives seemed all to be one stainless sun 

Of brightness — ^yet what darkness was in- 
wrought. 
Alas, all was not bright ! our lives were fraught 
With counsels dark, that would not let us see. 

The fulness of the perfect light we sought ; — 
As oft in the blue ether there may be 
A little cloud to stain a heaven's purity. 

xxxn. 

" How we may look, and fancy all is bright 

In the blue realms of space, that lie unfurled 
With depth unfathomed of celestial light ; 

And, almost ere we turn, some cloud has curled 
Through the calm blueness, and o'erceist the 
world 
Of tender beauty that late beamed on high : 

And 'tis no wonder, when clelights are hurled 
Thus quickly from us, if we question why 
The things we love so much should speed so swiftly by. 
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^^ There is no cloud in our bright heaven of lore; 

Our blended souls no doud may pass between. 
Am shadows pass 'twixt earth and sky above : 

Yet woven with our lives one doud has been : 
We know not how it came ; unfelt, unseen, 
It pierced our being, and the while we drew 

Sweet draughts of truth fix>m heaven's own 
blue serene, 
The fountains of our life were shadowed through. 
And stained, and streams of false commingled with 
the true ! 

XXXTV. 

''And yet for this we loved not less, but more ; 
A greater love was ours, if such could be ; 
We thought the world a brighter aspect wore, 
And all things clothed in deeper purity. 
What she called bliss was tenfold bliss to me — 
And when I spoke of things she loved as fair. 

She loved them then till love was ecstacy ! 
Wo loved with all intensity, and bare 
Lovo only for those things which both of us might 
share. 

XXXV. 

** And thus we lived and loved — and as life grew, 
By no unkindly shaft our loves were riven : 
The shadows that had woven so quietly through 
The sunshine of our lives seemed to have 

driven 
Joy deeper in our hearts — afresh wells were 
given 
To lovo, and wo drank deeply of the stream 

All pouring, as wo tliought, from the sweet 
noavon ; 
])otli AUao and true wo drank, and it might seem 
Sxs'ootor to us porhaps because it wm a dream. 
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XXXVI, 

''It could not be. for long ; it was untrue ; 

My thoughts shall all be hers — she will unfold 
Her slumbered virtues to bloom forth anew« 
Love is not love if aught remain untold ; 
Love is not love unless ifc be controlled, 
Beyond the present, into deeper life ; 

"When love is passion love will soon grow cold ; 
Love void of reason soon will turn to strife, 
And hatred, and all woes with which the world is rife. 

XXXVII. 

" But our love is not so : my thoughts are hers, 
And hers are mine, and we are both as one. 
We wiU redeem the follies of past years, 
And undo all mistaken zeal has done. 
Nor will we stay till all lost light is won 
Back to our hearts — darkness is ever brief. 

And light and hope must travel as the sun ; 
And her bright thoughts and hopes will bring relief, 
For she is all to me, to soothe my spirit's grief. 

xxxvin. 

" What fear though darksome foes around me swarm? 
Darkness must yield to light ; and she is light — 
With her I cannot fear the gathering storm. 

As bome bright star, that with pure beams by 

night 
Shames the dark clouds till heaven again is 
. . bright. 
So will she be amid the tempest thrown 

Over our path, till it shall lose its might, 
And sink for ever in oblivion — 
A thing that was — ^that could not last— and so is gone« 



i 
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zxxix. 

*' Ah, Linda ! how I love to think of thee, 

The joy of earth, fairest of flowers, and mine — 
For Linda thou art mine, and I must he 
Heaven's for ever, and for ever thine ! 
In thine unchanging love my hopes entwine, 
Inseparately woven — oh, what were earth 

To me, without thy temple to enshrine 
My heart's host offerings ? a dreary dearth, 
All withered for the want of thy withholden worth. 

XL. 

" All things have their own sweetness, hut I feel 
In thy glad presence the more perfect sense 
Of happiness across my nature steal : 

A thousand other dear delights, from whence 
I draw a momentary hliss, are hence 
Almost before I know them — but what power 

Can blast the breathings of that eloquence, — 
Sweet as the perfume of a summer flower 
"Whose lips have sucked delight from every languished 
hour, — 

XLI. 

" Which flows around thy being, and is one 

With thee and thy bright smile? thy words 
impart 
Such sense of joy to all they fall upon ; 

And when they strike the deepness of my heart, 
And touch the living chords, I feel the start 
|k Of frosh life through me — oh ! how could I sleep 
^L Upon my woes and see thee as thou art, 

^k All joy and youthful hoi)e ? how could I keep 
Borrow within my heart so deathless and so deep ? 
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XLII. 



n 



In thee for my great giief I find control. 

5ow changed are all my words ! I cannot 
think 
Of thee, sweet one, and not refresh my soul 

With overflowings of immortal drink — 

I cannot muse of thee, love, and not link 
Some of thy cheerfulness to mine own grief : 

I grieve no longer now ; despair can sink 
No more into my spirit — woe is brief, 
And never comes without an angel of relief ! 

XLHI. 

" I feel, indeed, fresh life within mo burn : 

Despair is fled, and hope, on heavenly wings, 
Engirt in love, doth once again return. 

I can despise the world's envenomed stings : 
Affliction, do thy worst — I feel the strings 
Of life within me all more firmly bent 

To grapple with the cold of human things — 
And when by earth, cold earth, my life is rent, 
Do thou but smile on me, and I shall not relent ; — 

XLIV. 

" Do thou but smile, nor grieve for what must be ; 
Glance on my foes the flash of thy disdain ; 
All do I sacrifice for heaven and thee — 

In heaven, dear Linda, we shall meet again ; 
And there the galling of all earthly pain 
Shall cease — ah mo ! I thought thee with me, dear ! 

Thou art not, and no more do I remain — 
But hasten to thy side ; — and all things fair, 
And fairer still with thee, beckon my footsteps there " 
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CANTO n. 



I. 

A land whose wealth was in the hearts of men — 

Such was the land where Eothnet had his birth : 
There trampled justice was enthroned again, 

And right and virtue found their fitting worth. 

No land more lovely was there upon earth 
Than Eothnet's land — nature had planted there 

All that she has of beauty, and the mirth 
Of her entrancing children filled the air 
With melody that spoke to make the land more fair. 

II. 

Nature disported there in every dress — 

The softly sweet, the grandly beautiful : 

There were no bounds unto her loveliness. 

Where'er ye wandered, all the land was full 
Of laughing beauty ; and the soul might Itdl 

Itself with nature and her eloquence. 

And think indeed how fair and wonderfiil 

The scenery of the world. Omnipotence 
Of all was in the land, — ^love's own inheritance. 
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m. 

And worthy of sucli land, a noble race 

Of men, who had enjoyment in the stir 
Of things around them, who had learned to trace 

Their lives in Nature, and who lived for her. 

She was their light — a god-sent minister, 
Bidding the soul rise upon heavenward wings : 

Men loved the beauty of their land, and there 
Found wisdom, and celestial glimmerings 
Of HfCy to overcome the cold of ufeless things. 

IV. 

How strange, how wondrous strange, that those 
who love 
The light of heaven so oft abandon it ! 
Alas for human frailty ! Can we prove 
• What thing it is that leads us to forget 
The shrine deserted we should hallow yet, 
The place that is not, yet that should be ours ? 

Our eyes with tears are glistening, red and 
wet — 
Too well we know the madness that deflowers 
Of half their joy and sweet the woul(J-be blissful 
hours. 

V. 

In that fair land where right and virtue reigned 

Supreme o'er every wrong; where gracious 
kings 
Dealt justice, but with mercy, and maintained 

The proper balance of all human things ; 

Men slowly grew to blame the sufferings, 
The helpless woes of man — ^that must be so ! — 

To those who ruled the land ; and murmurings 
Of tyranny, and threat from foe to foe, 
Besounding far and wide, foretold the coming: woe. 
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VI. 

Will man for ever tliink himself oppressedi 

And for his own offences blame another ? 
Will words untrue and landless never rest 

From poisoning man against his dearest 
brother ? 
. Life is indeed a mystery, and other 
From what it should be ! Oh, if we could tell 

The life that is within our hearts, and whether 
Within those deep recesses all is well. 
What light should we restore, what darkness should 
we quell ! 

vn. 

Even as we feel within our own hearts rise 
Delirious passion, fed by fancied wrong, . 

It is with nations, maddening at the cries 
Of loud oppression, as they sweep along 
And give to every woe a plaintive tongue : 

Men do not judge the causes when they hear. 

But drujik with rage and folly, blame the strong 

For ills themselves have made, but cannot bear : 
They rush to aims and blood and glut all madness 
there. 

vm. 

Swift gathered through the land fierce discontent, 
Angry despair, and wrong, and pain, and hate ; 

The tempest wmds of war burst form, and rent 
The ffarlands Peace had woven to deck the bMb, 
And left her weeping and disconsolate : 

And there were bloody battles ; and the gloom 
Of war, and death, and rapine lingered late^ 

Spoiling the land of hex own native bloomy 
Andhurling joy and li& on sorrow and the tomb. 
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Ah, what a wreck was made of that sweet land ! 
The streams ran blood, and carnage strewed 
the plain ; 
With sin were aU things tainted ; and the hand 
Of death was everywhere ; and foulest stsdn 
Fed on the fairest forms ; and hail and rain 
Brought vengeance down from heaven to rot the 
earm 
And her lean corpses ; and the devil Pain 
Eat up all innocence, and smile, and mirth, 
/And left the land in flamesi corrupted, and a dearth ! 

X. 

And Bothnet's sire, tall hero of the £ray, 

The people's demigod, was captured then. 

Borne down, pride wild unto his lips broke way ; 
He scorned the Victor, and with hot disdain 
Uprising, to the dying and the 'slain 

Pointed, and cried in triumph, " These are free ! " 
The madness that was working on his brain,— 

The fevered madness of mock liberty, — 
Beheld in all things round the wrongs of tyranny. 

XI. 

Bewildered madman ! who can tell what pangs 
Wrenched all his heart ? was he not noble P 
yes! 
But through his life falsehood had fixed her fangs, 
And sown the rankling seeds of bitterness. 
His agony of soid, oh! who can guess ? 
Did he not think he laboured for the right ? 

But wrong— and would ye therefore like him 
less ? 
It is, ye gentle hearts, a piteous sight 
To see man, bowed by gnef, a wanderer from the 
light! 
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A martyr for his country ! did he think 

Himself the author of his country's woes ? 
Her champion rather — and he did not shrink, 
In such dear cause, to perish by her foes^r- 
For so he reasoned, and overcame the throes 
Of agony almost beyond control — 

Unnerved, though, sternly Time's unflinching 
blows 
Fell, each alas ! to wound, until the whole 
Broke through the gates of life and whelmed his 
bleeding soul ! 

XIII. 

His wife and children bled, hot in the fight — 

His children, saving one — a bright-ayed 
child— 
And he was left '* To guard the people's right ! " ' 
So said the dying father, and he smiled 
Upon this thought, and dying was not wild : 
And SLTter him, the land enjoyed release 

From her long broils, and all that had defiled 
Her beauty was no more, and there was peace. 
As right and law again bade wrong and bloodshed 
cease. 

xrv. 
How shall the soul of beauty live again ? 

Her former freshness how shall love renew, 
When human vice has marred it, and the stain 
Of earth corrupt engrained all virtue through ? 
Earth mingles true with false, and false with 
true; 
And yet the true must conquer in the end; 

Virtue shall victor be, though there be few 
On earth to join her standard, and transcend 
All things that are, and moi^B, with every brightness 
blend. 



I 

And purge vice from the worlds — all shall he pti)re : 
Silent shall he the voice of suffering : 

The times, in their fit season, shall mature 
A glorious epoch, and the stormy spring 
Of things that now are perfecting, shall fling 

A summer on us never to decay — 

And there shall he a joyful gathering 

Of life and love — that is not for a day — 
But one resplendent whole, never to pass away ! 



XVI. 

Slowly the land resumed her loveliness, 

As nature hlushed with heauty o'er the plain, 

Oowning the hills with hrilliancy ; nor less 

Than erst the land was her bright self again : 
Yet something slumbered in the hearts of men ; 

For man forgets not, e'en though nature may, 
The outburst of his passions — in the den 

Of his brute wildness long will madness stay. 
When the fair earth afar has flung the flend away. 



XVII. 

Men thought of their lost chief : cotdd they forget 
The self-devotion of his sacrifice ? 

Did they not love his memory ? could they let 
His life be wasted, and the glorious prize 
He shed his blood for wither in their eyes ? 

And Rothnet, his brave son, was he not theirs t 
Would he not, as his father, nobly rise 

Against oppression, and redeem the y6ars 
When they and all they loved on earth were euSfftetB ? 



I 
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XYUI. 

And thus on Bothnet centered all the gaze 

Of turbulent men, who loved his father wiell, 

And had uprisen in those early days 

With numbers well-nigh irresistible, 
And turned a smiling land into a hell ! 

The horrors of that time, — ^war unconfined. 

The bloodshed and the cruelty, — ^none can tell ; 

When ignorance and passion were combined 
To deeds, whose name alone would strike the senses 
blind! 



Tet men could wish such things to be again : 

They looked on Rothnet, and in him beheld 
The champion of their liberties : in vain 

The immortal sons of Freedom had been 

quelled! 
They were not overcome— they but withheld 
Fierce vengeance for the time : would it be long 
Before the tyrant years should be dispelled. 
When they would rise in one resistless thron^y 
Beat down the proud, and rend the fountains of their 
wrong? 



Thus did they feed right deep within the life. 
More to he feared thus fed, the memories 

That told of their dead chieftain, and the strife 
He waged for them, and all the glory his. — 
Sweet is all recollection, for there is 

E'en in the moments that recall our grief 
And keenest ills something akin to bliss : 

To think of sorrow is its best relief — 
It seems not sorrow long — ^I hold it woe is brief : 
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I do not, cannot judge affliction ours : — 

Is it not ours ? but is not joy more sweet 
When smiling radiant through despondent hours ? 
To one grand final do not all things meet ? 
Why should we murmur if the end's com- 
plete ? 
Not ours to blame the working : how there lies 
A lavishment of beauty at our feet ! 
' It is not always with us ! — but we prize 
It therefore all the more ! why should we dim our 
eyes 

xxn. 

la grief for that which makes delight more dear? 
Why should we wonder that our lives are 
strange. 
Or murmur at the falling of a tear, 

When light and darkness, worlds around us, 

range 
We know not whitherward, and all things 
change ? 
We have just what is given, and no more— 

Because we have not more, should we estrange 

Our hearts from what we have ? nay, rather store 

The things we have deeper within our hearts, and o'er 

xxni. 

The worlds we have not pass in silent faith — 

But wherefore should I wander from my themCi 
And waste the moments, casting idle breatii 

On things that unto us are all as dream ? 

I love to revel onward, and the stream 
That bears my thoughts flows headlong on and wild : 

Yet pardon, ye that listen, when ye deem 
I run on prattling idly, as a child 
Broke lose from all restraint : be merciful and mild. 



I 
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XXIV. 

Bofhnet, I would that I could tell of thee 

As thou wert then — ^brave, generous, and good : 

All language I make use of needs must be 
Poor to thy true nobility of blood : 
The essence of aU honour in the bud 

Of life and hope ; revered by all, and loved ; 

Such wert thou then — ^with every grace endued : 

In thee the spirit of all pureness moved ; 
In thee all vice was shamed, — in thee aU virtue proved. 

XXV. 

No wonder, tiiien, that men should turn with ptHe 

To thee, in iiiy dead father doubly dear ; — 
No wonder, when the voice of vengeance cried 
Aloud for retribution, men should hear 
Its-echoings in thee : each fleeting year 
Brought its fresh hopes — and all those hopes in 
thee! 
Till flashing onward, ever whirled more near, 
The hour seemed come at last :^oh ! could it be 
That vice and wrong should die — ^that virtue should 
be free? 

XXVI. 

Poor slaves, subservient to their own desires ! 

Poor slaves of seeming wrong ! could they not 
see 
In their own passions the consuming fires. 

In their own selves the goads of tyranny ? 

Unthinking slaves ! slaves of insanity ! 
When man is tyrant o'er the living soul 

Of good within, oh, where shall freedom be ? 
Free your own hearts, and then will heaven condole 
With the great evils ye yourselves cannot control. 
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Tet Bothnet vowed ye should be slaves no more ! 

And yours were woes lie never could restrain. 
He felt the fancied wrongs his country bore^ 

Thrill through each pulse, and boil in every 
vein: 

the bright eye of reason ! to scan 
Into the deep of things and grasp the good ! 

Mistaken sense of liberty and man 
Was mixed, like poison, with his youthfiil blood, 
And all his dearest hopes killed, blighted in the bad* 

xxvm. 

He thought, alas ! that ye were wronged : he felt 

His spirit fire within him at the name 
Of his brave father : could his soul but melt 

For those long days of blood ? they throbbed 
his frame 

With anger uncontrolled ! Oh, what can tame 
The heart that rages, and in blind belief 

For virtue, right, and reason ? could ye blame 
The soul that tells not, in its night of grief, 
Darkness from light, and from despair finds not relief? 

XXIX. 

He felt resentment high within him rise, 

A curbless fiiry all his being fill ; 
He was right grieved at your despairing cries : 
He could not see ye suffer, and be still. 
There went a trembling through hioii a sharp 
thrill 
Of anguish, answering to your every cry : 

For your dark woes, for all your loathsome 
iU— 
He was a man, and his bold heart leapt high-^ 
Ye were oppressed — and what could he do less than 
£e? 



26 BOTBirET ASD UKDA. 



And they who should have wept a sore distress 

Eor his misguided zeal, but helped to lead 
Him onward in the ways of wretchedness : 

He was hurled on with an impetuous speed ; 

Could he live idle days, and man unfreed ? 
But she, the nearest, dearest, best beloved, 

Linda of his own heart ! did she not heed 
The agony in which her Eothnet moved ? 
In love for him, like love for heaven, was she not 
proved? 

XXXI. 

Yes ! and that love alas, but served to steel 

His soul the more against aU calmer thought ; 
For she was aU with him, and the fierce zeal 

That in his breast such wild sensation wrought, 
lived too in her ; and this communion brought 
. Intensity of purpose ; and the fire 

Of mutual love in one sweet passion caught 
Their kindred souls, and ever winged them higher. 
In freedom blent in one, one glorious desire ! 



How love draws life unto itself— a port 

Within the oceans of the hear^sweet place 

Whereto the vessels of the mind resort ! 
It is within us, though we hardly trace 
Where is its dwelling, or what dose embrace 

It is that warms us with the light of heaven : 
Love, sweet Love ! to see thine angel face 

Were all too much to our weak senses given, 
Yet see we thee in part, and are not wholly riven. 
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And truth, there is much sweet in bitterness, 

And joy in grief; for round the spirit clings 
More lustrous light when mantled by distress, 

And mellowed by the gloom of darker things. 

Orief has no separate soul, but only flings 
Betuming joy into the heart more deep : 

Joy feeds on grief, and thence untiring wrings 
Its own vitality, refreshed to keep 
The pulses of delight that through its being creep. 



But thou wild fool, joy cannot be in grief ! 

Eejoice we not the while the burning tear. 
Fires through us all the rapture of relief ? 

Is there not loye and Hght and gladness here ? 

What were we without pain ? Can we not bear 
The unenduring grief that lifts us higher 

From our cold selves — the grief whereby we 
share 
The calmness of a joy that does not tire 
Our hearts, but keeps us more and more in its desire ? 

xxxy. 

Ay ! more and more — ^for joy cannot be still : 

Ours is a moving gladness, and there is 
Something within us, working with a will. 

Ne'er, tiring to commingle bliss with bliss. 

And half our source of joy consists in this;— 
That we are acting in ourselves, and not 

Sleeping delightful days : how should we miss, 
Inactive, half earth's sweetness, and o'erblot 
The heaven of light that shines upon our mortal lot ! 
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XXXVI. 

So Botbnet thouglit, and Lindai mid their tears ; 

And for the land they thought to be oppressed 
Willingly gave their lives ; yet looked for years 

In the sure future when they would have rest. 

All this they did striving to do the best — 
In hearts thus pure how could there slumber guile ? 

Think ye that aught in them was uncoinessed 
To the high heaven ? — that they felt not, the while 
Such things were theirs on earth, the warmth of 
heaven's bright smile ? 

XXXVII. 

They did on earth as in the eye of heaven, 

Nor laboured for the sons of men alone ; 
Not for an empty glory had they riven 

What calmer being might have been their own ; 

The brightness of their lives on earth was 
thrown 
Far, far away — ^would they not meet again 

In love, and mortal sorrows be imknown ? 
Would they not purge the land from every stain. 
And die, if die they must, to free the lives of men ? 

xxxvni. 

What cared they then to die ? what recked they of 

In d3ring thus, for their dear country's sake ? 
Were they not knit in closest bonds of love ? 

And at what thing on earth should true love 

quake? 
Bise, thou dull heart! from thine own self 
awake: 
Canst thou not fashion wherewithal to cheer 

Thyself from their true love ? canst thou not 
make 
treasured temple for thy spirit here, 
t>n its beauty live, refreshed from year to year ? 
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XXXIX 

For love is one kin sentiment in all, 

Breatliing communion sweet from heart to heart. 
We are not all our own. Why should we call 

Our lives our own ? they are but ours in part— 

Ours only in ourselves.. Do they not start 
In sympathetic love to every sound, 

And feel themselves in nature ? What shall part 
Our beings from the beings we have bound 
Unto ourselves from all the life that is around ? 

XL. 

All life, sweet purity of Love, must feed 

Itself on thee, a votary at thy shrine, 
Thou very being of the Life indeed, 

Soul of all good, and majesty divine ! 

The fulness of unclouded glory thine, 
Bright queen of heaven — most lovely— undefiled s 

What virtue — what delight does not combine 

Itself with thee ? What pletce where thou hast smiled 

Forgets the light of heaven, and thee, its fairest child ? 

XLI. 

It pleaseth me to think of spotless faith, 

And honest love — ay, love for love's own sake 1 
Love that is true, abiding unto death. 

And faith that breaks not, though the heart 

should break. 
I find a soul in all wherewith to slake 
The thirst I have for love—some innate soul, 

Centering all things—some life from whence 
I take 
life to my heart, and feel all being roll 
Harmoniously through me, a part linked tfith the 
whole. 
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XTiTT. 

But what of Eothnet ? have I not with him 

And his true love some blessed fellowship ? 
;. For love pervades all things — though faint ana dim 
Perchance it be in me ; and yet I sip 
Much of its sweetness with enthralled lip. 
Love is the Paradise of men below — 

Too heavenly far for them, and yet they dip 
Into it wholly — ^more than they shoidd know, 
Children of earth, and vain, and yet they feel it go 

sun. 

Into their lives, resistless in its course 

As the wild blood that chases to and fro 

Impetuous through the veins with fiery force, 
Till all the nerves of being in them glow 
Celestial fire, and all their feelings fiow 

On to perfection : — ^in pay wondering breast. 
Aid chance I speak but wildly, love is so : 

Do I speak wildly ? I speak what is best 
To my own heart of hearts : to heaven I leave the rest. 

xuv. 

But I must pluck my heart from thoughts like these, 
And turn to Eothnet. The bright life in him 

Peopled my mind with love's sweet imageries, 
And caught my heart, and made my senses swim 
On the light waves of fancy to these dim, 

But real, visions of delight t and yet 

I love to linger o'er them, and I limn 

A pledging picture, to my fancy set, 
ed with the lines of love my soul will not forget. 
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XLV. 

A truce unto my wanderings. A wild 

And haughty summons has gone forth among 
The murmuring sons of men, and many a child 

Of earth has risen; and loud war-note rung. 

The sinews of the state are all unstrung : 
Pale discontent consumes the stricken land, 

A cankered plague polluting every tongue : 
Home-life is desolate : a monstpr band, 
The sons of eyili sworn to death, impatient stand ; • 

XLYI. 

For Eothnet's voice has sounded, and for war ; 

In the clear mom, and all its dew is tears ; 
The bleak winds murmur on the dismal shore 

That Nature sorrows for the victim years : 

And does she not ? their every woe is hers ! 
Does not that heaven, embosomed in sweet light, 

Feel sympathy with every grief that stirs 
Among her children, wanderers through the night 
To their weak sense so dark, and strange, and infinite t 

xLvn. 

Bothnet's hot words have rung the notes of war. 
And every voice is shrieking its reply ; 

Afar the patriot hosts are heaving o'er 

The luckless land, and madly swells the cry, 
Mid waving banners, ** Death or Liberty 1 

Te sons of glory ! even as the oc^an wave 
Bears on, do ye bear down on iyranny t 

Children of Freedom ! let there be one grave 
For tyrants — ^let there be one vengeance for 9ie brave." 
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XLVm. 



Loud unto heaven the patriot's fiery boast 

Soars ; and more loud, the deafening trumpet- 
blast 

Thrills on the wind amid the clattering host. 
The neighing charger, as he thunders past. 
Straining with every sinew, hot and fast, 

Scatters the dust of war, and lifts on high 

The death-note of all peace. In broken haste 

Around, firesh thousands ever tumult by 
To swell the surging seas of maddened liberty ! 

XLIX. 

Bothnet is foremost in the seething throng 
Of men, fast pacing with imperious step : 

Brightly he moves the stormy host among, 

Like lightning breaking on the rolling deep. 
When darkness and fierce tempest onw«mi sweep 

The rock-rent breakers to the raving shore ; 
And waves on waves in torn disorder leap, 

And lift their voices on the ocean's roar ; 
And now 'tis dark — ^now light, as lightning glitters 



o'er 



L. 



The deserts of the deep, shooting an eye 
Lito the darkness, and unveiling dl, 
Waves, one wide mass of wild sublimity. 
Beauty so eloquent it seems to call 
^ Aloud unto the heart, yet half to appal 

Hk The o'erburthened senses with^ its magnitude : 
^H The sweeping tempest in its^ rise and fall, 

B. As dark and light in hot contention brood 
VOyer the waves, were like that heaving multitude 
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LI. 

Oeaselessly tossing in a fierce unrest, 

And rolling violently, it knows not where : 

Above, and in tiie midst, the gleaming crest 
Of Rothnet rises, 'mid the sunlit glare 
Of arms, and the far tumult, wildly fair. — 

Is there no hand to stay the coming woe ? 

No voice of peace to breathe its quiet there ? 

Or must blind war, shrouded in horror, go 
Wild o'er the land again, and blood defiling flow ?— 

Ln. 

There is a secret power within the soul, — 

A secret power, that slowly, day by day, 
Is moulding it to union with the whole, 

The glorious whole that never shall decay ! 

The glorious whole that has no part with day 
Of our cold bodies ; yet indeed is one 

With our own hearts, and with the quenchless 
ray 
Of light within us quickened by the Sun 
Of life and light in heaven, that ceaseless shines upon 

Lin. 

Each spark of life which took from thence its birth : 
There works within us, nourished by the art 

Divine, a spirit born not of this earth : 

And often, when flesh wearies, does it start 
Fresh animation through us, and impart , 

A nature to us higher than the world : — 

And then we plunge ourselves into the heart 

Of things more deep, and onward swiftly hurled, 
In light, in truth, in life, see everything unfurled. 



I 
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LTV. 

We are the children of unceasing change ; 

A moment past, we are not as we were ; j 

Yet know not how, or why. Is it not strange i 

That our most cherii^ed hopes should centre 

where 
We cannot see — ^the fature ? it is there 
Onr chief regard is fixed : we do not link 

Much with the present: our whole lives 
declare 
We live fpr what we have not : on the brink 
Of things to come there is much need to pause and think. 

LV. 

And so it is with Eothnet. Deep within 

The silence of his breast he feels the rise,*- 

To the sweet eloquence of heaven akin,-^ 

Of voices wluspering " Dream not, but arise 
And show the native good that in thee lies ! 

light shall be freely given to thee : imroll 

Nature's great soul of truth — thou shalt be 
wise." 

And all the vigour that directs the whole 
Of life created breathes itself into his soul. 

LVI. 

What change has come upon him ! What sweet ray 

. Of light divine, on him that was a slave 
But now to frenzy, pours impassioned sway ! 
The mind of man is dumgefiil as the wave 
That flashes on the surface, o'er the grave 
Of its dead self within the silent deep. 

Change is the life of man ; for nature gave 
A world of action to him, not of sleep, — 
And thus all things that are in the creation leap 



{ 
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LVn. 

Into his soul, and cast their little share 
Of earnest wisdom on him : it is so 

With Eothnet, as he feels the atmosphere 

Of some angelic influence through him go, 
Melting the fjEilseness in his hea^, as snow 

Is melted in the breezes of the south. 

His spirit kindles ; his rapt senses glow 

With the first fervour of ingenuous youth 
To feel the dawning light of an ennoblmg truth. 

Lvm. 

Bothnet is changed — ^I cannot tell you how : 
I cannot pierce the deepness of the arcane : 

I merely give haphazq^d to you now 

These wild outpourings of my puzzled brain, 
Just as they issue — ^be they chaff or grain. 

How should I fathom into the unseen, 

Beveal the hid, and make the uncertain plain ? 

that the streams of life ran more serene 
Within my breast — ^that I might be as some have beeni 



Calm 'mid the world's astonishment, and wise 
Amid the truths of nature, to unveil 

The wilderment of life's dark mysteries. 

There is enough around us to make pale 
The proudest cheek ; for we can nought avail 

Against the lightest secret of our lives : it is 
Too much for us : our feeble senses fail, 

Shrinking in terror from the vast abyss, 
This whirlpool of our lives — all-swallowing—- fathom- 
less. 
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IJi, 

would that I more folly could unfold 

The light that is in nature — ^that I knew 
More clearly 'mid the rubbish; what is gold — 

More plainly 'mid the falseness, what is true ! 

that my roving thoughts could wear the hue 
Of more tranquillity — ^that I could tell 

Bothnet more truly to you ! Sifb him through 
In your own hearts, if ye would know him well : 
Fear not the dark, for light is irresistible ; 

LXI. 

And ye shall fathom where it is too deep 

For me and my wild fancies : ye shall pierce, 

Beyond the realms of doubt, the gates of sleep, 
Into the secrets of the universe, 
The bosom of all life. Clouds will disperse 

Before the light of an imwearying eye. 

Till all be plain. Nature herself will nurse - 

The powers ye have within, tiU ye descry 
The sutQ of all things— life's sublimest majesty. 

Lxn. 

What shall I say of him that ye have seen 
Amid the turbulent, imgainly crowd ? 
Behold him now ! dwell on tiliat noble mien. 
Divine in pujity of thought, endowed 
With consciousness of right ! See, with what 
proud 
GFaze, even in meekness, he surveys the throng ; 
How coldly smiling, lists the trumpet loud 
g its deHght the lines of war along — 
him no more the lusts of liberiy belong ! 
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For he has taken a supremer Btand 

On the clear heights of truth : he is not now 
The wanderer that he was. Some gentle hand 

Has smoothed the passion on his youthiiil brow. 

And sent into his heart the tranquil glow 
Of a diviner nature. The calm Might 

That comes along with an unbroken flow 
Of silent thought works wisdom infinite : 
It has filled his soul with truth, and shone the heavenly 
Hght 

Lxrv. 

Upon the, vagueness of his boyhood dreams, 

And punfied the fountains of his sight, 
KHing his being with sublimer themes, 

Virtue and purity, a still delight ! 

He culls firom out the darkness what is bright ; 
And looks with pity on the wildered host, 

Wandering misguided through perpetual 
night, 
The sport of madness, worn, and tempest-tossed— 
With pity, yet with hope, half joy !— all is not lost ! 

LXV. 

For he will mantle o'er their dark distress. 
Calmly advising ; and from home to home 

Linda, witib. her sweet angel tenderness, 

Will minister their sufferings, and roam 
Untiringly among them, until dumb 

Shall be the voices of man's woes for ever ! 
And in the fulness of the years will come 

A crown of glory to them, that will never 
Fade, — which decay and time will have no power to 
shiver. 
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He feels the vengeance of the frenzied few 

Will rest upon his head— that he must die : 
Yet this cannot be death ; 'tis being true 
To one's own life — 'tis immortality ! 
This is a death that will exalt him high 
Above the earth — a death whose glorious cell 
Will be the bosom of infinity 1 
** If this be death," he cries, *' strike my last knell — 
Open, ye gates of heaven! thou mortal earth — 
farewell ! " 

Lxvn. 

How can he tremble at a death like this^ 

Death that is life ? — for Virtue will bequeath 
To hiTn the rapture of eternal bliss, 

drowning his head with an immortal wreath. 

'Tis sweeter far to die a noble death, 
Than cling servilely to an earthly frame, 

And feed inglorious on dishonoured breath. 
This is not life— life is a purer flame, 
And dies ten thousand deaths ere it submits to shame. 
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CANTO ni. 

I. 

In the soft radiance of the morning sun — 

Behold the importunities of rhyme, 
And let the sentence end where it begun ! 
' that a minstrers thoughts were free to climb 
Unshackled, in a poesy sublime ! 
The world has ta'en delight in fancy meats, 

And verse, forsooth, is seasoned to the time, 
And overflowed with artificial sweets — 
A good digestion save the reckless age that eats ! 

n. 

But lU it is a rhymer should inveigh 

Against hi« rhymes, aad stamp his own 
disgrace 

In every jingling line upon the way : 

Far better were it by the world to lace 

His rhymes into the theme he would embrace. 

Te gentle rhymes ! the strain no longer roves — 
In solitude, beneath the tender face 

Of the yomng morning, Eothnet joyous moves 
Over his native earth to greet the form he loves. 
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The blue of heaven breaks grandly forth : a fringe 
Of fleecy cloud is in the tranquil west ; 

And tender floating by, a silver tinge 
Of the divinest brilliancy expressed : 
And underneath it, in clear blue, the crest 

Of a majestic mountain : earth is fair 

Beneath — a matchless prospect, looking rest ! 

There is a trancing feeling in the air 
That eloquently tells the soul that love is there. 

IV. 

Te heavens, to revel in that depth of sky ! 

To feel my being in that glorious lights 
Mingling for ever with eternity 

Of love, as rapturous as infinite : 

To see all things with perfectness of sight ; 
fiapt far above the earth — for ever caught 

Into the arms of measureless delight ! 
How I do love the heavens ! I love aught 
That is of beauty — ^love is my most passioned thought. 



V. 

What are the thoughts of Bothnet as he moves 

Amid this lovely solitude, while rise 
The joyous murmurings of unnumbered loves, 

Fresh from the lips of nature to the skies ? 

The whisperings of ten thousand melodies 
Fall on his heart, like tongues of heavenly fire 

Breathing celestial themes ; his spirit lies 
Entranced in Nature ; her sweet looks inspire 
Thoughts, whose sweet glow wings him in spirit ever 
higher. 
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VI. 

How beauiy beats upon the pulse of love, 
Deep throbbing all the senses to delight ; 

There is enough in that blue heaven above, 
And in that sun, incomparably bright 
And beautiful, to melt the very sight 

That looks on it to love : there is a trance 
Wherein the soul, in its untiring flight 

Beyond the farthest heaven^ sees at a glance 
The beauty of the worlds — ^beyond all utterance : 

vn. 

There is a beauty — ^more of earth — and yet 

Unutterable in its loveliness ; 
On which no eye can fasten, and forget — 

A beauty that no language will express : 

Earth dignified with heavenly loftiness ; 
Earth — ^heaven — the fair that is in both all blent 

In one divinity of tenderness. 
Perfect in grace, in love omnipotent ! — 
And Bothnet's steps to such an angel form are bent. 

vni. 

• 

Linda ! that joyous flushing on thy cheek. 

And bright uplifting of thy flashing eyes, 
Are welcome more than merely words could speak : 

And Eothnet! the quick-answering glance 
that flies 

Erom thee to her is worth a Paradise 
Of love celestial to her trembling frame : 

A glorious sight beneath the blushing skieS| 
Whose life is light, whose veins are rolling flame. 
Whose soul is love — ^which are for evermore the same* 
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IX. 

Oh, who shall tell the joy each spirit took ? 

The ecstacy of love, what words shall trace ? 
Can aught depict the rapture of the look, 

The first fond look wherein those eyes embrace? 

The overflowing love upon thy face, 
Sweet Linda, all is Eothnet's ; and he dwells 

On it, as though for ever ; and the grace 
Of meek delight imprinted on thee tells 
What speechlessness of rising joy within thee swells. 

X. 

O'er summer glades with blushing flowers bestrewn, 

And'o'er green hills, and by the river bank, 
They wandered in that glorious afternoon : 

' And thus, alone with Nature, their hearts 
drank 
The. joy of converse, until- evening sank 
Over the lands, and the light-sandalled Sleep 

Earthward descended. Stars appearing flank 
And crown the blueness of the heavenly deep. 
As night's soft murmurs, firesh firom the near ocean, 
creep 

XI. 

. Over the silent beauiy of. the scene. 

What is more beautiful than night ? Can ye 
Imagine aught more lovingly serene 

Than the fair moon enthroned on yonder sky, 

Queen of the numberless bright stars tj^hat He 

Around her in the deeps of heaven ? Sweet night I 

1 love to gaze upon thee, robed on high 
In thy pure beams, a texture falling white 
' Over the blue expanse in tenderness of light. 



\ 



BOTHNET AND mn)A. 48 

xn. 

Ib there a sight more beauteous than the skies 

Upon a tranquil night ? No tongue can tell 
In lifeless words this living paradise 

Of loveliness ! The soul may know it well- 
May feel the magic rapture oif the spell 
That holds it bound in ecstacy sublime — 

Yes ! on such lovely scene the soul may dwell, 
But when ye would express in mortal rhym^ 
What the soul feels, ye fall where ye would proudly 
climb. 

xm. 

Language is but a feeble echo of the soul : 

Vain is the effort when I would portray 
The vivid fulness of the chords that roll 

Divinely through me in a lifeless lay. 

My spirit feels more than my tongue can say : 
Thouj^ts rise to heaven ; weak words remain below : 

when the soul soars upon its heavenward way 
Tenting itself in an impassioned flow 
Of thought, it feels a joy itself alone can know. — 

xrv. 

When the gay Mom with blooming cheek arose. 

Her merry feet bright glistenng with the dew^ 
Bothnet awaked from lus serene repose, 

And looked once more upon the heavenly 

blue : — 
And then a voice, whose gentle tone went 
through 
His inmost sotd, he heard, or thought he heard, 
" Go tell to her, to her that loves thee true ! 
The glorious themes that have divinely stirred 
The life-blood in the^— go ! " His steps With lovd 
were spurred, 
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XV. 

And he outburthened all his heart to her. 

Told her each thought, yea made his life her 
own: — 

And speaking thus, — for save the woodland stir 
Of Nature round them, they were all alone, — 
He felt the fire of thrilling language thrown 

Over his heart, and eloquent he spoke 

Of passioned things, to Linda all unknown. 

Trembling she listened ; pallid waxed her look, 
And with alternate hope and fear her spirit shook. 

XVI. 

And then again her colour came, and went 

Most beautiful ; — he loved her more and more, 
And OT)oke enraptured on : she wildly bent 

Her eyes to heaven, looked sweeter than before : 
He thought her countenance the transport 
wore 
Of an angel's love, and spoke on lovingly — 

Then, half not knowing what she did, she tore 
Impetuous from him, and shrieked forth on high 
Her passionate words—those words were her soul's 
agony ! 

xvn. 
"Coward! thou hast sworn! and wilt thou waver 
now? 
What words are these thy soul has dared to 
speak? 
'Tis shame indeed that wrinkles on thy brow, 

And melts the colour from thy perjured cheek ! 
Thy heart is stony ! hear'st thou not the shriek 
Of millions that in anguish round thee mourn ? 

Hast thou no courage ? dost thou fear to wreak 
The vengeance on the tyrant thou hast sworn ? 
'Perchance thy soul fwrgeU the wrongs that men have 
borne ! 



BOTHNET AKD LIHDA. 45 

XYin. 

" Thou art afraid : vile slave, I love thee not ! 

I loved thee once — ^Heaven knows how true 
that love — 
But let those moments ever be forgot ! 

by the light in the blue heaven above ! 

by the light of Truth ! that thou should'st 

prove 
So false to me — so false to heaven — so false 

To thy dear country ! ye stars that move 
On high, behold him not this night ! so false — 
So fialse— great heaven, that thou should'st be to all 
so fabe ! 

xix, 

" How fondly did I think that thou wert true : 

Poor foolish dotard ! thou wert false, all false ! 
With guile thy heart was blackened through and 
through 
When thou spok'st fairest. Did thy frame 

convulse 
With the hot passion of a wild impulse 
To strike the tyrant then, and dost thou fear 

The conflict now ? dost fear f passionate pulse 
Of mine own agony, how thou dost tear 
The soul within me ! this is more than life can bear! 

XX. 

" And yet, my God, I'll bear it if I can : 

Mine is a woman's heart, and yet I feel 

Something within me that is more than man, 

Some dauntless nature, some unflinching steel 
To cut away the wound I cannot heal ! 

I cannot heal it : thou false, false heart, 

1 cannot heal it ! would I could conceal 
'I cannot,' and so spurn thee as thou art, 

A traitor— -one with whom Linda can have no part ! 
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XXI. 

** Tea, Linda loves thee not ! thou hear'st that name ? 
I see thee start — once thou didst love to hear it ; 
But now, perchance, it fills thy soul with shame, 
And heavily strikes upon thy burthened spirit ! 
Thou art quickly sdtered: thy flesh must 
inherit 
Some wretched weakness : are thy senses true ? 
The name of Linda ! what — thy soul dost 
fear it ? 

heaven, the weary day that I should rue 

^at love should be so false, and faithful hearts so 
few ! 

xxn. 
"I thought thee somewhat nobler^: how can'st thou, 
Who didst entice the ignorant sons of woe 
Against a despot throne, desert them now, 

When they would sweep upon the tyrant foe. 
Win and be free, or die ? thy heart is slow, 
Methinks, in the fulfilling what it swore ! 

To swear is easy : thou didst think it so, 
Perchance, when thou didst swear — and thought 
no more ; 
But to fulfil the oath — such trifles are passed o'er ! 

xxin. 
" If thou wert true, would Linda leave thee ? never ! 
When man deceives, then woman's heart is 
frail: 

1 hate thee — scorn thee — and it is for ever ! " 

Then, her hair wildly streaming in the gale, 
'i . She lifted unto heaven a passionate wail, 
And throwing off all lovely womanhood, — 

Save but that air woman affects so well. 
E'en when deep love is raging through her blood, — 
She laughed a laugh of scorn, and left him where he 
stood. 



\ 
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Then Bothnet, scaxcely knowing where he went, 
Or what he did, — for his great agony 

Had plunged his soul into a wilderment 
Of dark confusion, — ^wanders to the sea, 
That wildly now, as though in sympathy 

With his deep grief, is roaring on the rocks, 
Dashing the foam on high tumultuously ; 

While the cruel gale with its relentless shocks . 
Lashes the tempest on, and rends the shore it mockd; 



XXV. 

White crests of glory hover o'er the waves, 

Looking sublimity upon. the deeps 
Yawning beneath them. How the wild blast raves 
Upon the headmost breaker as it leaps 
On to the shore ! grandly the tempest sweeps 
The waves before it, revelling in the spray ! 
See ! by that awful rock the flashing heaps 
, Of whiteness, as the tempest hews its way 
ikto the difBs that crumble as dust beneath its sway ! 

XXVI. 

All this is rapture unto Eothnet's soul : 

The moaning waves, the pitiless roar, the unrest 
Of the fierce sea, laughing at all control. 
Are dearest sympathy unto his breast — 
. Things on whose bosom he can half divert 
The burthen of his anguish. He outpours 

An agony, too deep to be suppressed. 
Unto the turmoil of the rocky shores ; 
And wildest is his grief when ocean wildest roars. 
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XXVII. 

" my wild heart tumulting for relief ! 

Forth, empty all thine anguish to the wind ! 
thrill the pulses of the air with grief, 

And strike the eyes of pitying nature blind : 

my soul's anguish— anguish unconfined ! 
Te weeping rocks ! your wildest echoes dart 

Into the roaring caverns ; and combined 
In the wild dirge, ye wild, wild waves, bear part — 
Not joy — ^but grief— and strike the key-note of my 
heart! 

XXVIII. 

" Dash, thou restless tempest, dash upon 

These rocks with all thy fury! thou rough 
blast, 
Sweep darkling o'er these raging seai^ whereon 

1 find a home for my rude woes at last ! 
thou unfathomable ocean ! cast 

Thy fingers o'er the notes of my despair I 

Where with thy violence nature is aghast — 
Where thou art most fierce — ^I feel my spirit share 
The deepness of distress that roaring greets it there. 

XXIX. 

" Blackness I thou that broodest o'er the deep 

With the hoarse rushing of thy hissing wings, 
One art thou with these darksome griefs that leap 
Wildly within me : do your wildest things, 
ye wild elements — blasts and tempestings— 
While I am wildest ! Let heaven's firmament 

Speak forth on high most fearful thunderings, 
And let its lightnings to my brain be sent 
With their deatiL-bolt of flame, till all the life is rent ! 
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^* ye remorBeless memories that smite 
Into the yery soul of my distress ! 
Te mnst have kindred with this awful night. 
Unto the agitated wilderness 
Of my deep grief your tumult is not less 
Than the fiar tumult of the winds that fret 

These waves around me ! this bitterness 
Of anigaish, whose sharp steel is ever wet 
To strike into my heart wounds it shall ne'er o'erset ! 

XXXI. 

''Howl on, ye winds! rage on, thou stormy sea! 

Blow, tempest, all your j^iries! Lift your heads, 
Ye mountains of the ^d deep's majes^ ! 

Yawn, ye black gulfe, until your rocky beds 
Ghipe forth upon me I Lightnings, tear to shreds 
These omb whereon I stand, and let me lie 

In the cold grave the raving ocean spreads 
Foot my firail limbs ! Would God that I could die ! 
O Heaven, will nothing hear this speechless agony ? " 



xzxu. 

Thus Bothnet pours afar his fierce emotion 

Unto the winds and waves on that lone coast, 

Uiiigling his passion with the rage of ocean ; 
And fearless plunging onward, loving most, 
Where all the fiiry of the deep is tossed 

On to the slippery rocks, to linger there 
And woo the peril — for his soul is lost 

In Boch an anguish he scarce seems to hear 
The storm. But danger is alone to those that fear. 
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xxxm. 

And there he wandered all the weary night. 
Until a streak of dawn in the far east, 

Lovely appearing, broke the giant might 

Of the fierce tempest; and the ocean ceased 
To Hffc its billows ; and as light increased 

The cloudy tumult heavily rolled away ; 

And the torn rocks and caverns were released 

From the stern conflict, as the morning ray 
Melted the stormy night into luxurious day* 

xzxiv. 

How beautifol is Ocean as between 
InnumiBrable rocks and islaiids fair 

He proudly rolls his sparkling waves, serene 
As the hush(9d sky when only love is there. 
And the bright beauties of the boundless air, 

Glose locked witluD ,the folded arms of even, 
Look melting forth from their celestiial lair, 

Like gleams of Paradise to mortals given. 
Or eyes of love to snatch the soul firom earth to 
Heaven. 

XXXV. 

By day, who gazing on the tranquil deep, 

Bright with the kisses of the morning's beam, 

While the reflected heavens unruffled sleep 
On the meek surface of its crystal stream. 
Sparkling ten thousand rays, could ever deem 

That it can be so wild : — strange all things are, 
And unto us all nature is as dream : 

By night, who gazing on each lovely star 
Besting in ocean blue would deem that aught could 
mar? 
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XXXVI. 

Op wto would think, beholding ocean wild 

With roaring waves, it e'er could be so still ? 

How furious this night ! and yet how mild 
And lovely now ! Beauty ineffable 
Is on the waters, and their whispers £011 

The universe with sweet delight : the air. 

The heavens, all things that breathe aroundi 
instil 

A conscious joy to the lone sufferer there-r- 
When all around is bright with hope, can he despair f 



Now calmer in his grief he speaks again : 

"Ye waveless deep6 ! would I could forget, 
As ye, the night's past tumult, but the pain 
Of my heart's tempest is upon me yet, 
Ever is on me ! I am sore beset, 
Indeed, in my great woe, and there is nought 

To overpower this anguish of regret 
For good that might have been — ^yet fie the thought! 
Unto £viner things my life shall still be wrought. 

xxxvni. 

" Hence from me, thou black devil of Despair, 

And hither fly, sweet Hope ! I will o'ercome 
This imbeseeming agony, and bear 

All things upon this dark side of the tomb : 
For after it, aU, aU is joy and bloom, 
And one wide immortality of light, 

"When our frail natures, casting off the gloom 
Of undisceming clay, behold aright 
The perfectness which blinds attempt of mortal sight* 



52 BOTHinrr Aim ldisa. 

XZXIX. 

'^ It ia Gk>d only knows wliat grief is mine : 
Yet to what purpose is it given to me, 
If not to bear ? to bear grief is divine, 
To yield unto it human : let me be 
A child of Heaven, and bear this agony ; 
Till I escape with heavenward climbing wings 

The riven tomb of man's mortality. — 
I am undaunted : it may be the stings 
Of this great grief will spur me on to nobler things. 

XL. 

" How soon the present, man's uncertain " Now ! *' 
Is swallowed in the dark gul& of the past : 
Though we may look, and look, no twice the brow 
Of Time is with the same expression cast : 
Life, to be so, must change — ^its changes classed 
In a sure order which we cannot see : 

What man shall say " It is '* ? Who knows the 
last? 
The times are changed, and all is changed to me— 
For she that loved me is not as she used to be ! 

XLI. 

''And yet, though rent and changed, would not I 
Be other than the being that I am : 
He who can live and bear, fears not to die— 

Who follows truth counts life and death the 

same. 
Unworthy were it, like a fool, to blame 
This whirl of causes blent to fashion grief : 
It is delight to hear the blow that came 
So heavily upon me. Woe is brief^ 
And never comes without an Angel of relief ! 
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xLn. 



" I feel my heart throb wildly with delight ; 
Joy indescribable it is to know 
That there is something in me prompting right, 
Where'er the fickle whims of flesh may blow ! 
There is a nobler spirit, the sweet glow 
Of a diviner nature in my breast, 

High rising o'er the dust of things below : 
It will not leave me all by earth oppressed, 
Bat soothes my aching heart with a celestial rest. 

xLm. 



" In what a wondrous world of thought we live ; 
What food imto our hearts there is around : 
Let us shake off this mortal dust, and rive 

The rocks of tnith lintil the soul be found ! 
Unto a higher life our lives are bound : 
This earth is but an atom of the gold 

In which we live, and which when we are 
crowned 
With our Ml faculty, we shall behold, 
Baised far above the earth and things of mortal mould* 

XLTV. i 

" Fop our lives grow within the boundless ocean 
Of truth unto the light of heaven ; and we, 
Ascending slowly ever, feel the motion 

Of many a wave around us, that will be 
A tender guide unto our infancy, 
If we but let it. Shall I then despise 

The loving influence that beats on me, 
Alid fling my me away ? nay — rather rise 
Through the still deeps of truth to the light that's m 
the skies ! 
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XLV, 

'' How BoMy beautiful the light that flows 

In tender veins from the warm heaven above, 
Entrancing him that gazes, as it throws 
Into his eyes the rapture of its love. 
I look upon that light until I move 
Exulting through it ! Would my soul were free 
From these dull ligaments of flesh, to rove 
Through the broad regions of infinity. 
Through love, and light, and all — ^wherever all may 
be! 

XLVI. 

« I cannot tread upon this wond^us earth, 

Threading the labyrinths of human life. 
Amid the dark despair, the buoyant mirth, 

The hopes and fears with which it aU is rife, 
Nor wonder what is inan : the mingled strife 
Of good and bad — the pain, and.love, and hate — 
Is a great problem. Death will take the knife. 
And cut us from the bonds of mortal state, 
And throw the light on our unfathomable fate. 

XLvn. 

''I cannot look on the mysterious way, 

. The unmarked palJi whereon we mortals tread. 
Drawing a feeble breath from day to day. 

Without a burning sense— half hope, half 

dread — 
Which pants to know the secrets of the dead, 
To pierce the fixture of the last dark night. 

And know the end — to see the darkness fled. 
And all things plain. And shall it not have sight, 
!Ehis Qnome witmn my heart, which has, and longs 
for light? 
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XLYUI, 

*' Sliall it not see the glorious life unveiled, 
And mingle wim the being it has seen 
Wem through this sodden flesh ? What heart has 
fculed 
To keep the light, when once the light has been 
Within it ? We see dimly through the screen 
Of our cold clay, and yet indeed we can 

See dimly something — ^while my heart is green 
With its deep wound of grief I seem to scan 
More clearly through the flesh into the soul of man; 

"And therefore blest am I in this my grief : 

For in distress the heart is more its own : 
When the heart feels the joy of sweet relief. 
And all the blessedness of comfort thrown 
Upon it, then it grasps at things imknown 
To a heart that knows not grief, and cannot know. 
Therefore, the bliss there is in trampling down 
The burthen of it ! How does my heart glow 
With hd^ppiness as I beat down this bitter woe; 

L. 

" Laugh life to scorn, and dare to be a man 

Amid the bubbling of earth's nothingness ; 
Tet with a heart not wholly steeled to pain ; 
Not hard and frozen, void of tenderness— 
A heart that though unflinching, feels not less 
The deep weight of the agony it bears — 

But wherefore trifle with a short distress, 
A day's brief sorrow ? there are endless years 
When Linda will be mine, and I shall all be hers ; 
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LI. 

*' When all things wiU be clearly understood : 
Then wiU there be no poison to poUate 
The crystal streams of the immortal blood 

Which flows from soul to soul, when all is 

mute 
That savours of mortality. The brute 
Shall die within us, but the soul shall live 

For evermore, and bear a glorious fruit : 
For unto this alone did we receive 
Zhe light of heaven; — ^that we should labour, and 
achieve, 

Ln. 

« And grow to something nobler after death : 
For what is death unless to live again ? 
And what are we that draw this feeble breath 
But higher beings in the garb of men ? 
When we cast on these bonds of frailty, then 
Shall we put on the nature of higher spheres, 

Embrace the perfect life, and live ! and when 
We look fax back iiito the distant years, 
When we were mortal, weak, the children of sad 
tears, 

Lm. 

" We shall unravel all the mystery 

That clings to life ; and then no more obscure 
Will be these dark paths of mortality. 

Shall not the soul for evermore endure 
When dust is shaken from it ? life is pure, 
And cannot coalesce with things unclean. 

And mingle with destruction. Flesh is poor. 
And ignorant : life knows what it has seen, 
And knowing, it shall be all it before has been. 
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nv 

'' Tbxm that dost wish to guide thyseK aright, 

To clear the shadow &om life's wanderings. 
Tread the high step o'er every mean delight, 
And live on the sublimity of things : 
Take thy proud stand above the murmurings 
And mockeries of a discordant mob : 

Let virtue be thy guide : take thyseK wings 
Of the most piercing thought, and ceaseless probe 
Into the darkness, till thou hast found the light to 
enrobe 

LV. 

** Thy soul upon its everlasting throne : 

Cheat not thyself with visions of earthly power : 

Despise things vain, but make the good thine own^ 

live high above the world : let thy hopes tower 

To the supremest heaven, glancing not lower 

Than the utmost of all sight : yea, thou must^asp 

At highest things ; yet watch each tender flower 

Of virtue blossoming around thee ; clasp 

It close unto thy heart; guard it to thy death-gaq;)*; 

LVI. 

" I>ying for it thy soul shall live indeed : 

Look not for thine immortal dwelling-place 
In flash of earthly fame, in things that feed 

The foolery of men's mouths: heed not the 

face. 
And on the babble of vain tongues be base. 
And care not, if thy conscience stings the not : 
Fear not the nakedness of truth : embrace 
AU things with gentle love and kindly thought : 
Labour with all thy strength : and thou shalt fail in 
nought. 
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Lvn. 

" earthly power ! thou vainest of vain things ! 
Thou fritterer of lives ! thou paltry gem 
Forth flashing with deceitful glitterings ! 
Fair-seeming star, unhappy diadem, 
Steeped in a blaze the wild world cannot stem 
Thou canker at the heart till life is dead, 

And love is cold — ^how do the pure contemn 
Thy dross — for is not thy parched conscience red 
With flaring blood that thine accursed lusts havi 
shed ? 

Lvm. 

" Scorn, then, the world : be great in thine own soul 
In thine own heart, there let thy palace be : 
Stand boldly up while life's rude whirlwinds roU 
Around thy dauntless spirit stormily ; 
Turn not ; the spoiler spoileth those that flee, 
And glads his heart, but harms not those that breas 

Affiction ; and so let it be with thee ! 
For to endurance only cometh rest, 
And those that fear not cursing only can be blessed. 

MX. 

*' thou sweet heaven above me, how I thank 

Thee for the blessing of this calmness now ! 

It is as though my troubled spirit drank 

Some sweet relief from thee when life was lo'w 
Yet never more will my torn senses glow 

As they have done ; I am not as I was ; 

My life is chailged, and all is altered so ! 

Yet I can brook it ; wherefore cry * Alas ! ' 

<or things that cannot be ? They are not — ^let thei 
pass. 
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LX. 

** Oomei let me turn, and gaze upon this sea, 

As the calm waves are falling at my feet, 
In the delight of softest melody ! 

tell me where does nature sound more 

sweet 
Than in the music of the waves that beat 
Upon the ocean-shore, and sport and dance 

Back to advancing waves which ever greet 
Their quick return, and brightly flash and glance 
Lt the wmte sunshine — ^fair beyond all utterance ! 

LXI. 

''Blue is the deep as far as eye can reach, 

Save where a crest; of sparkling foam leaps up, 
Like a star in a heaven of blue. I!he peaceful 
beach. 
Which meekly slopes below this rocky steep 
Of crag and precipice down to the deep, 
Woos the resplendent ocean as it laves 

The sand with its bright waters : did they leap 
But yesternight aloft with frowning waves 
Over these rooks, and roar wild over mortal graves ? 

Lxn. 

" Can ye believe it ? Oh, how wonderful 

Is Nature to the soul ! How the world swaxms 
With life and beauty ! — tell me thou art dull ? 
Look upon Nature in her varied forms : 
How exquisite in all ! The voice of storms 
Is rapture of all grandest melodies : 

The breath of lovely summer as it warms 
The earth is animate joy ! Where'er thine eyes 
Survey, sweet Nature has wherewith to make thee 
wise. 






■ormnr axs umda. 



" Tor, dizDii^ tbe portals of man's outer c^^ 
On the foil mirrote of the innei bodm 
She CMta tbe reflex of her liber^ : 

For She ut the first liberty ; and thence 
Han KTBnM it as hie own inheiitanoe, 
Copying her, heholdin^ in her &ce 

The priinal lineaments of freedom, wheno 
He knowB it his b^ right, daring to trace 
Hm life bound np with hers in one divine embiac 



"There ane two phasea in tnio liberty, 

Of practice and of theory. In the one, 
Which bears tbe seat of time, is known to be 
Gbod, good proved in the woiling ; but a| 
The other is no eeal ; it has not run 
The trial of existence ; or, if e'er 

Brought into being, failed : — for 'neath the 
All morteXs breathe peculiar atmosphere, 
Which tune to evil good they have not power to be 



I And though the theory may be good, fo them 
It were unfitted, and not wholly good : 

So kneel men to the monarch's diadem, 
Aa being soTernment best understood 
By the wild temperament of mortal blood : 

If men were pure — but they are not ; and why 
Debate on suppositious manlihood, 
ioh is to be F Bather should Season's eye 
to the things that are, and trust futiuity. 
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LXVI. 

<< The World must needs be fierce and passionate. 
Dripping in gore, and wild with burning tears, 
When her thoughts turn on freedom. Steeled with 
hate, 
And stung by her own lunacies and jeers 
To the quick of all endurance, she uproars 
Her throbbing head — and who shall tell the rest ? 

Who would unbosom all the bloody yearSi 
Snatch from the laughing Earth her lily vest. 
And show deep-gashed beneath the wounds upon 
her Dreast? 

Lxvn. 

"For freedom such as this does Linda rave — 
Linda now mine no more — ^yet ever mine ! 
This is but unenduring darkness : pave, 

Te Stars that are in heaven, with light divine 
The gloom that is between us ! Sweetly shine 
On us, bright Orb of the celestial day, 

Until our spirits be as pure as thine ! 
Break through this living death of mortal clay, 
ibis icy sepulc^e — ^free life's immortal ray ! 

LXVIII. 

" 'Twixt sky above and the meek earth below 

Some cloud may spread a transitory gloom ; 
But does the sun in heaven forget to glow ? 
Is the world's nature ravished of its bloom. 
And snapt from being ? no ! there is no tomb 
For the spirits of the pure : — survey on high 

The breaking sun with his bright beams illume 
The lands again, and all the darkness die. 
And earth unaltered blush beneath the tender sky I 
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LXIX. 

"As clouds that hover darkly o'er the earth, 
Hiding the blue of heaven, so is the veil 
Of bitter falsehood, that now screens the worth 
Of Linda ; but the false is ever frail ; 
And truth, like light, must in the end prevail. 
Her soul is mine ; her soul is still the same : 

She loves me yet — and she did then, so pale 
With lovely passion ; love beat through her Srame, 
Shone through her eyes, when she shrieked forth 
those words of flame 

LXX. 

" On my consuming spirit ; yes — she loved 

Me through her tears and all her soul's distress. 
By the wild agony that through her moved 

Ev'n in her scorn, does she still love me ? — yes ! 
And loves for ever ! True love grows not less, 
Howe'er the unforgiving world may sneer, 

Pointing its finger at the bitterness 
Of earthly hate and passion, scorn and fear, 
That mock iiie idle loves of mortal madmen here. 

« 

LXXI. 

"Let the world scorn ! all love is still the same ; 

Let the world scorn ! true love will still be so : 
Speak not to me of hatred — 'tis a name — 
Mere vileness of decadence ; let it go I 
Speak not to me of falsehood and of woe 
Bitterly, as some groaning mortals do :— 

For by affiction only do we know 
The worth of things that glad the spirit through : 
Beholding not the false, why should we love the trae P 
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Lxxn. 

" Truest of spirits, let me turn to thee 

With, the pure love the living bear the dead, 
GKrt with a halo of deeper sanctity 

Now that thy soaring Soul is ever fled 
This nether world of mortal doubt and dread : 
I shall, my Father, live as thou hast lived — 

And die, perchance, bleeding as thou hast bled! 
Tet dying, grieve not wild — as thou hast grieved 
In deaih tibat scarce too soon came, life of hope 
bereaved. 

. TiXXTTT, 

"Thus I may die, like thee, and yet tmlike — 
For all the purport of thy life was vain : 
Thy soul conceived a mania : thou didst strike 
To free the sufferer — thou didst gall his pain ! 
But wherefore should I tear my heart again, 
And touch to life the nerves of giddiness 

Along the cold-sweat torment of my brain ? 
Thus to lament thee is to love thee less — 
It is not love— and mine is past all thought to express ! 

Lxxrv. 

" Glean is my heart — not vainly have I said : ' 

Not idly does this r£iin of weeping start : 
Pure must he be who thinks upon the dead, 
And if he weeps, it must be from the heart. 
For with the dead we have more lofty part 
Than with the living — and, loved one, I deem 

It dearer far to think thee as thou art. 
Than as thou wert in life's blind-rushing stream, 
A form of brightness lost in darkness and in dream ; 
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'' For Buch wert tKou on earth. The ways of man 
To thy warm heart of love were rough and 
cold — 
Too cold for the high life that through thee ran. 
Too rough and drossy for thy merit's gold. 
that in wisdom thou hadst been controlled ! 
That thou hadst seen all that thy yearning sought — 
But now in truth all things dost thou behold, 
And though I grieve for thee, my grief is fraught 
With joy that vents itseK in tears, joy passing thought ! 

LXXVI. 

"When mortals told me all that thou hadst done, 
With what high pride did my yoimg life-blood 
swell ! 
How mutely listening did I linger on 

Each word, thrifled wild with rapture as it fell 
Upon my greedy heart ! I breathed farewell 
With cnildhood's own sweet madness o'er thy grave, 
And blessed thy dust — and there I long would 
dwell. 
And muse how thou didst fight to free the slave- 
Brave wert thou to the soul ! and who loves not the 
brave ? 

Lxxvn. 

"Who does not love the brave ? who does not love 
The heart that bears all things unflinchingly. 
Soaring in its endurance high above 

The pig^y world of man's calamity ? 
Who does not love thee, heaven-bom Bravery? 
And bends not low before thy sainted shrine, 
Hymning thy praises, glory of the free ? 
What mortal would not blend his name with thine, 
Thou God of love and truth, and all that is divine ? 
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LZXYm. 

" Dear art thou to my soul — ay, sweetly dear ! 

Strong shield wherewith I baffle the world's 
scorn — 
Strong sword wherewith I vanquish mortal fear- 
Strong hope wherewith I bear what should be 

borne! 
Sweet light that brightens aU for which I 
mourn ! 
What joy is in endurance — what sweet sense 
Of undefined delight ! Yea, I can spurn 
The arrows of the fierce world's violence, 
And meet its taunts and sneers with mute indifferencOi 

LXXIX. 

" If but my soul tell me I ought to bear — 

It is not in my heart to flinch from pain : 
"What though a thousand eyes of hatred glare 
Like fires of hellish torture on my brain— 
What though the missiles of life's torment rain 
Like death upon me — can I not despise, 

Yes, bear it all, as long as life remain ? 
And when this life is over, what shall rise 
To taunt the soul that lives the life of Paradise ? 

LXXX. 

"How I do languish for some tender heart, 

Wherein to pour the fulness of my own — 
Some innocence to which I could impart 

The love, that now alas I cannot be shown. 
Could living heart commune with heart of 
stone, 
Then could I commune with the hearts of those 

That are around me : but I live alone. 
With never one where I can seek repose 
From the drear seas of life, where all, alas ! are foes. 

F. 
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*/ Oh, who can tell this utter loneliness— 

This quenchless thirst — this passionate desire 
Which all my heart is rampant to repress ! 

This ceaseless longing — this all-harrowing fire 
Of thought, that runs into my soul like wire. 
And tells it how alone and desolate, 
' ' And all unloved it is ? What shall inspire 

My heart to bear the world's unfeeling hate, 
To scorn the wrongs of life, and grapple with my fate, 

Lxxxn. 

** When there is none in the wide world to look 
With sympathy upon me — none to feel 
A kindred sorrow for the grief that shook 

The life from out me — grief that cannot heal ! 
Grief unto which all life is now as steel. 
Making it bleed afresh ? heartless gall, 

Eemorseless life ! — that I could conceal 
This misery of my soul unspeakable — 
This deathless griel^ — and rise triumphant o'er it all ! 

LXXXIII. 

**In what rough tempest is my spirit hurled— » 
How bursts my soul through this unfeeling 
crust! 
How can I mingle now with the cold world, 
That sepulchre of hatred and mistrust. 
And simulate a love with thankless dust ? 
Can Love affect to love, when love is not ? 

Can Friendship feign ? can Purity entrust 
Herself with the impure ? can Freedom blot 
Her robes, and Vice survive while Virtue is forgot ? ; 



b 
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LXXXIY. 

'' Could such tilings be, then could unheeding IVuth 
Make fellowship with the false, and Love unite 
Her beauty with the world's unlovely wrath. 

How shall I trample down the world, and smite 
From off my soul this imbecoming blight, 
That I may live and bear — ay, live alone ! 

The brows of men cold-frowning, dark as night, 
A saddening gloom o'er all my nature thrown — 
live with a heartless world — unsympathetic stone ! 

LXXXV. 

"Tet better thus than I should have to live 

Professing sympathy with those I scorn ; ♦ 
Feigning an unreal love— seeming to give 

Affection, when my heart is parched and toni| 
^ And all the passion of my mind is worn 
With envy that I cannot love indeed. 

Is there on earth no gentle Spirit bom 
For me to love in truth ? or must I bleed 
For ever in the arms of love I cannot heed — 

LXXXVI. 

"With love that is not love — ^with love that shifts 
Itself with every fickle puff of breeze — 
With love like an imkeeled ship, that drifts 
Upon its course where'er the waters please. 
Ever a scorn between contending seas ? 
What hearts I have around me — cold as death, 

,. And dull as wood ! I cannot live with these : 
Aad still the love within me will not sheath 
Itself 5 it will not die — yet wherefore should it breathoi 
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Lxxxvn. 

*' When every life-beat only makes it bleed 

With anguish that the world should be so cold ? 
The world is icy at the heart indeed ! 

Yea, I myself am of a different mould 
Than what I should be if I could unfold 
The good within me and destroy the bad, 

Bum out the dross and spotless keep the gold : 
But there is something in us makes us mad 
Betimes to our own selves : we spurn the truth we 
had, 

Lxzxvin. 

'' And harbour thoughts that afterwards must fill 
The heart wiih grief — and wherefore is it so ? 
Why do we tether thus the bonds of ill 

Unto our lives, but let the goodness go ? 
What is this senseless madness? who can 
know? 
Yet after all, this reeling of the brain 
May merely be that a diviner flow 
Of thought may follow, when the mind again 
Beholds aright the truth that long neglect had slain. 

liXZXlX. 

^' I half can wish, as down this mountain pass 
I guide my weary steps, that I were one 
Of those that here were nurtured — but, alas ! 
The wish is useless, and I wander on. 
Yea, better had it been that I, alone 
With these stem mountain heights, had passed my 
days,— 
That I amid these rugged wilds had grown 
In innocent truth, remote from human ways. 
And stranger to the pomp of glory's transient blaze. 
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* xc. 

'' As I behold the shepherd tend his flocks 
Along the meagre slopes, I half desire 
His life were mine, and that his native rocks 

Were my own birthright ; for my spirit's fire 
Bums with a purer flame, exalted higher 
In the calm glory of his mountain home. 

The precipice and waterfall inspire 
Me with their dashing grandeur. to roam 
Along the dizzy crags, .and feel the freshening foam^ 

xci. 

*^ Thundering down them, wet upon my cheek ! 

that I breathed this buoyant mountain aix^i 
And leapt along these ragged rock- ways bleak, 
Unknown to life that kills me with despair, 
Piling on grief till I can scarcely bear ! 
A happy Hfe is thine, gay shepherd — ^free 

As the wild streams that everlasting tear 
Down thy dear rocks, and whisper liberty, 
And heaven, and Jove, and all that lulls the soiil to 
thee ! 

xon. 

" If tl^ beloved crags had been my home. 

These merry streamlets babbling in mine ear 
A liquid music ; and the eternal hum 

Of nature's mountain language rolling near— 
ye sweet rocks ! had I been nurtured here- 
Inhaled the winds that o'er your shepherds blow, 
Dwelt by your streams, that even now are 
dear — 
Yet dearer would be had I heard them flow 
From childhood, and ne'er felt the ruthless hand of 
woe — 
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xcm. 

" Tes, had I lived among these regions wild, 

What might my life have been ? how different 
Erom what it is ! Would I had breathed, a child 
Of lovely Nature, free and innocent, 
Amid these mountains, that eVn now have lent 
A touch of rapture to me ! As I scan 

Peak upon peak in endless beauty blent, 
I' seem to scorn the little woes of man, 
Hy paltiy griefs ! and live unto a higher plan 



xdv. 



n 



MThan the low life that flickers in my breast 

When mortal frailty racks me with despair, 
And all my senses toil in rude unrest : 

How this calm prospect, so subh'mely fair. 
Soothes my poor soul, uprooting every oare ! 
I feel my spirit leap to every height, 

Wooed by the glorious beauty reigning there 
In an unclouded heaven of delight, 
Speaking all love can speak unto my melting sight. 



xov. 



1 1 



•* Who looks on beauty and does not rejoice ? 

Who loves it not, there is no soul in him : 
The heart that does not warm at beau;fcy's voice, 
The eye that flashes not — that eye is dim, 
' That heart is dead. I feel my heart o'erbrim 

* With a resistless joy as I behold 

This beauteous scene. What Painter e'er 
could linm 
A sight like this ? His canvass would be cold 
ideo^ beedde the life of beauiy here unrolled. 
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xcrvT. 



tt 



All beauty is inextricably blent 

In tlus delightful spot : as when ye hear 
The dulcet tones of some grand instrument 
'. Commingling with a maiden's rapture clear : 

The notes fall melting in upon thine ear ; 
So delicately mixt they seem to roll, 

Ye cannot tell the voice, or strain, or where 
The^weetness is that so enchants the soul, 
Bat oonsciousness alone of one harmonious whole* ^ 

xcvn. 

" Such is the beauty of this thrilling scene— 

A perfect harmony of wild delight. * 

A paradise of mountain-tops, serene 

As the sweet stars upon the fairest night, 
Looks down upon me, gleaming with the white 
Of their imdying snows : a heaven of blue. 

Smiling above majestically bright, 
Pours lovely down upon the charmed view, 
Most lovely where it beams the snow-clad summits 
through ! 

xcvin. 

'* This is the canvass whereon Nature paints 

Her glowing landscape — ^this most lovely slsf. 
And perfect is her work : no blemish taints 
The beauty of her mountains as they lie 
Depicted in the blue infinity 
Of the sweet depths of heaven. Below I stand, 

Gazing upon them with a wondering eye ; 
As in their pillared strength divinely grand. 
They rise from earth to heaven, the glories of my 
land ! '\ 
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XCIX* 

" Onward, still on, I bend my weary feet _ 

Amid such scenes, beneath a cloudless sky. 
Would God that I in this serene retreat, 

This silent spot, could lay me down and die ! 
Afar away from every human eye ; 
Reposing with the nature I have loved 

From the first lispings of my infancy ; 
When, sporting with the torrents as they roved 
By the wild rocks whereon my lightsome footsteps 
moved, 

0. 

** I first began to learn the mysteries 

Of the great world wherein I lived. Around 
I saw the myriad mountain-tops arise. 

In the imruf&ed heaven sublimely crowned : 
I heard the waters o'er the boulders bound. 
While ocean, louder-voiced, deep-roaring near, — 

That mighty monarch of majestic sound, — 
Lifted his thunders on mine awe-struck ear, 
And made the gentler voices of the streams more dear ; 



CI. 

** Pop to such scenes my boyhood oft would roam, 
And think how joyous life and nature were ; 
But now I find the world a sterner home. 

And life has burthens that are hard to bear ! 
Now would I lay me down and slumber, where 
I wandered sometime in a happier day ; 

Besting for aye amid these mountains fair ; 
While the sweet streams still chatter on their way, 
And ceaseless leap beside a child of perished day. 
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cn. 

" Onwardy still onward ! things will not be so ; 
life will not fail me thus : I cannot die 
And leave undone the work I have to do. 
Life, though the very breath be agony, 
Transcends ignoble death. Wherefore should I 
Baselv avoid to live — though life is pain ? 

A noble thing to sleep eternally 
In this dishonoured spot, and soothe my brain 
With Bweet oblivion ! Death ten million times were 
vain 

oiu. 

*' On such inglorious terms ! Onward, still on ! 

These mountains rest, but I pursue my way 
Until the burthen of my life be done ; 

These mountains live beyond my little day ; 
And shall the same, when I am cold decay. 
Bear their tall heads to heaven ; when I no more 

Wander on earth, aloft shall they display 
Crests of unaltered whiteness, while the roar 
Of ocean rough and loud deafens the neighbouring 
shore. 

orv. 

'^ Ocean, beloved ocean ! once again, 

Crested with white, I catch a glimpse of thee, 
As thy blue waters through the narrow glen 
Pour on my sight in endless majesty ; 
Mountain — then ocean far as sight can see — 
Until the waters melt into the skies, 
And all is bosomed in infinity — 
And so divinely all things meet my eyes, 
Forgetting earth is earth, I picture Paradise. 
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CV. 

" Yes, beautiM indeed the strip of blue 

And delicate ocean with its rippling tide, 
As down the glen it breaks upon my view 

"With mountain towering upon either side : 
Superbly do their scattered crests divide 
Th0 azure heaven most lovely set between ; 

While the still ocean, half expressed, half hid 
In the embrace of mount and sky serene, 
Oleams grandly here and there, stamped in the lovely 
scene. 

cvi/ 

** Do scenes like this encourage mortal grief, , 

Or feed affliction when the soul is low ? 
For man's distress has Nature no relief ? 

Try, sufferers, ye whose hearts are bowed with 

woe ! 
Try, weary mourners, ye that do not know 
How Nature's love —and God's love none the less ! — 

Is to work comfort, and to overflow 
From all the fountains of her tenderness. 
And quicken with fresh growth your hearts' dead 
wUdemess. 

cvn. 

** Can sorrow look on beauty and on love 

Uncomforted ? — and is not bbauty here, 
Enthroned in all around me and above. 

Blushing alike from ocean, earth, and air ? 
Yet all this infinite beauty nothing were 
Unless it breathed with love. Love is the charm. 

The only charm, that renders beauty fair 
To Eeasons eye. Unless the heart be warm 
With love, it matters not how fair the outward fovm. 
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CVUI. 

" Beautj ! blushing with thy youthful love, 

Healer of grief, who does not rush to thee ? 
Our restless thoughts for thee exulting rove 

O'er plain, and mountain, heaven, and earth, 

and sea ; 
Scouring the utmost of infinity, 
Or hovering o'er a form of mortal mould — 

It matters not — wherever thou may'st be, 
There are the fountains of our being rolled 
With an impetuous course that will not be controlled. 

cix. 

"Night, gentle Night ! I feel thee once again. 
Looking upon me with thy loving eyes, 
Throned in the silent heaven, without a stain 
To mar the beauty of thy paradise. 
There, sweet embodiment of grandeur, lies 
The lovely moon, whose radiance feir and white. 

Fuses with rapture all the beaming skies ; 
And mixt among her rays, a softer light 
Fours forth from star on star in heaven's majestic 
height. 

ox. 

^' This is the joy divine, wherein I feel 

A refuge from the pinings of my heart : 
Yet, though I would. I cannot quite conceal 
The sorrow there. Afresh I feel it dart 
Piercing within me, and once more I start 
To consciousness of grief that will not sleep ! 
And shall this fretting never more depart 
From my worn frame, or must it ever creep 
Slow through the dying soul to make its wound more 
deep ? 
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CXI. 

" But wherefore do I tear my heart agaiu ? 

Did I not think I had o'erset this grief, 
And swept unmanliness from out my brain ? 
Why now again, like an unfeeling thief, 
Do I rob all the comfort of relief 
That in diviner moments I had found 

In the sweet beauty here ? Let it be brief, 
This babbling of vain woe ! My heart is bound 
Once more in the still joy it sees displayed around. 

cxii. • 

"Changed is the heaven, o'ersprinkled with white 
cloud ; 
Yet not less beautiful than when all blue 
It met mine eye. The moon behind a shroud 
Of moving gloom is hidden from .the view : 
But mark her now, as with a silver hue 
Tinging the extreme cloud, she sails once more 

Into the azure. Grandly she moves through 
The sky : a strip of cloudlet floats before : 
In the blue sea between divinely does she soar ; 

Gxni. 

" Till quickly parting from the blue serene. 

Edging the opposite cloud with light, again 
She veils herself with darkness, and between 
The floating clouds only the azure main 
Sleeps in the silent heaven 'without a stain. 
Ye glorious clouds ! fantastically wrought 
Into a thousand shapes upon the plain 
Of the broad heaven, I love ye more than thought : 
How on ye could I fix my looks and linger not ? 
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OXIV. 

** As hovering upon yonder mountain-top 

Like steps to heaven, ye proudly meet the eye ; 
Or on the waters, in far silence,- drop 
Into the hollows of infinity — 
Where'er ye are, most beautiful to me ! 
Whether ye sleep upon the blue of heaven, 

Or ride upon the billows of the sea ; 
Whether ye languish in the arms of even, 
Or Inc rough winds and storms are tossed, and rent, 
and driven. 

cxv. 

" Bain, joyful rain ! all-sympathetic balm 
tJnto my soul in this its hour of woe ! 
From the meek heaven above, so hushed, and calm, 
And full of beauty, sweetly dost thou flow : 
And here amid these mountains— here below 
On the moist earth — I feel thee damp my cheek 

With thy most welcome drops ! Where'er I gfo, 
Nature is with me, and I hear her speak 
Words of relief from wave and sky and mountain 
peak; 

cxvi. 

" Where'er I look, She soothes my weary, soul, 

And turns me from my grief to higher things. 
Lending me strength of being to control 

What tumult of distress the hard world flings 
Madly upon me, until even the strings 
Of life seem breaking in me — but I rise 

O'er earth-born suffering : I can take me wings, 
And soar exulting through yon glorious skies, 
And find in them the rest the imfeeling world denies. 
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CXVII. 

" All, linda ! fondly did I think that thou 

Woidd'st be to me the angel I required 
' :In the wild tempest of my life ; but now, 

When by thy love I should have been inspired 
To dare all fate — when thy words would nave 
fired 
My blood with hope — alas ! thou art mine no more* 

The being of my spirit has expired 
With thy dead faith, killed by a very sore 
Anguish, and though I breathe still, all true Ufe is 
o'er. 

cxvni, 

" Linda, I cannot help but think on thee — > 

Would I could linger on thee as thou wert, 
When thou didst bend thy melting eyes on me, • 
Fair in thy youthful innocence, and girt 
In smiles that won so easily on my heart ; 
And lingering thus, forget the kindless hour 

When thou wert false — ^forget thee as thou art ! 
Can I forget ? — forget — I have no power 
To grapple with this grief that ever doth devour 

cxix. 

"My aching soul, nor suffer it to rest 

Cabn for a moment — or if calm, to turn 

Back to its grief more fearfully oppressed ! 

How does my blood, in its deep nature, bum 
For thy sweet form of love ! I cannot spumy 

I love thee, Linda — more I love thee now. 

Bleeding in the hot anguish of thy scorn ; 

For thou, when raging thou didst scorn me so, 

!dst strive with deeper love — thy words were tiliine 
own woe I 
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GXX. 

"Ay, such is love ! I love thee tenfold now. 

More beautiful wert thou in wild disdain, 
"With passion mantling on thy lovely brow, 

And words of anger flashing from thy brain. 
I love thee for the passionate world of pain 
Thou didst endure the while thou scornedst me ; 

Thy words recoiled on thine own heart again. 
And while they racked my being, pierced thee, 
Rending thine inmost soul — a self-made agony ! 

cxxi. 

** I saw how passion with thy love contended. 

How with thy lips thy spirit did not speak ; : » 
I saw all love, and scorn, and wildness blended 
In one fierce agony upon thy cheek — 
But liberty was strong, and love was weak 
In thy mistaken soul, and I was left 

To live unloved, deserted ! Could I seek 
Comfort in other ? My whole heart was cleft 
By thy cruel words — alone, indeed, of thee bereft ! 

OXXII- 

"Never again on earth shall I behold thee- 



Yet grant, God — ^yet grant it once again ! 
01^ once more, Linda, may these arms enfold thee, 
When thine eyes bum not with unkind 

disdain — 
When thy words fall not like a blasting rain 
Upon my heart ! May I in love behold 

lliee yet once more, and aye forget thee when, 
Thy woman's spirit in strong passion rolled, 
On me thy looks were bent, by pitiless scorn made 
cold. 



i 
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oxxin. 



"I cannot wonder thou didst scorn me thus, 
Surrendering all to thy loved liberty : 
What question that a cause so glorious 

Spurned the vain promptings of thy love for 

me? 
Once I was love and liberty to thee ! 
Could love remain when liberty was gone ? 
I had forsook the standard of the free 
And joined the tyrant ! Could love be for one 
That rose in wrath and paused ere liberty was won ? 

cxxrv. 

" How mine own heart was changed I scarcely know ; 
What wonder was it, then, thou shouldest deem 
That I was false — that I had fallen low 

From the high standard that did vainly seem 
To thee a second heaven ? 'Twas but a dreamy 
Mere captivating phantasy and boast 

To lure the eye — like a deceitful stream, 
That followed inland from the fertile coast, 
Is lost in sand when ye require its waters most. 

cxxv. 

"Ah me ! and am I author of thy woes, 

Linda? Would God, indeed, that I had died 
Ere it were thus with thee. Alas ! I froze 

The streams of thy young purity and pride 
By my cold words, as ice to thee, and dried 
The love in thy chilled spirit — and for ever I 

Am I not more than wretched? What can 
hide 
This fearful blackness of my guilt, or sever 
My heart from this reproach that like a scalding river. 



CXXTI. 

'' Seething, runs over it in agony ? 

Accursed be the moment when I j&rst 
With a mistaken zeal for liberty 

Filled thy yoimg spirit — cursed — doubly curst ! 
Of all my speediless sorrows this is worst ; 
If I had cherished thy young innocent mind— - 
If thou wert mine! — vainly the storm would 
burst 
Upon me — for in thee my heart would find 
BefugO; and I could live scorning the world unkind, 

oxxvn. 

" If thou wert unto me as thou hast been—* 
But thou art not, and why do I repine, 

And linger here, when a sublimer scene 

Calls for my presence, and the power divine, 
Which loves, God, even upon earth ! to shine 

On the right cause, inspires me. Shall I not 
Act, and rejoice, disdaining to decline 

The world — ^mindful that those who without spot 
Pass through the fires of life live beyond 
mortal lot?" 

oxxvni. 

Such thoughts are Eothnet's as he wanders through 
The mountains of that wild and lonely shore ; 
The sky above, below the lovely blue 

Of ocean gleaming, while the caverns roar 
Deep-voiced, far echoing all the moimtains 
o'er: 
Thus love flows wildly on, and ebbs again ; 

Such words he utters ; and doth ever pour 
His restless soul to mountain, sky, and main, 
Half thrilled with joy divine, half racked with 
mortal pain. 

a 
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OXXIX. 

With silent wing the Morn has floated down, 
And heaven is one emblazonment of light : 

The sun, in its proud majesty alone, 

Too fierce with its hot beams for mortal sight, 
Forth flashes glorious from the azure height. 

Rothnet breaks forth into the plain below, 

And rearward leaves the mountain summits, 
white 

In the far distance with their crowns of snow, 
And bedded in blue light from scattered brow to brow. 

GXXX. 

Glad in his heart, he warms with patriot pride 
Before the scene where all the blooming land 

Stretches afar ^ong the basking tide 

Of ocean, whence the meeker plains expand 
To wed with mountain upon either hand ; 

Before him gentle hills and valleys green ; 

Behind those rugged summits, and a grand 

Display of ocean here and there between ; 
And over all a sky that melts in its serene ; 

GXXXI. 

Such is the gorgeous landscape ; and along 

The gentle plain he speeds exultant way, 
For all the deepness of his heart is strong. 

Touched with new life by morning's joyous 
ray. 

The rapture of his purpose spurns delay. 
And swiftly moving by the sloping hills, 

He gains fair fields beyond ; nor does he stay 
Till night with its most soothing presence thrills 
The world, and with sweet sleep his weaiy being fills. 
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oxxxn. 

When the first ray of dawn had lit the sky, 

And streaked its hues on hill, and vale, and 
wood, 

Hothnet arises, and quick passes by 

Sweet streams, and hies him to the multitude, 
Ere vented rage shall crimson it with blood, 

Embittering all the land. He gains the brow 
Of a lone height, and thence in solitude 

Looks downward where the raving thousands flow 
Wild onward in the dark and cumbered ranks of woe. 

GXXXIII. 

The blood-red flag of liberty flaunts high 
Upon the fitful breezes, gaily borne 

Above the host, and freedom's frenzied cry, 
Soaring above the whispers of the mom, 
Bears unto heaven man's most unmanly scorn ; 

Till all the vexed wiads of God make moan ; 

Since man, infatuous, when he most needs 
• mourn. 

Vaunts of the very shame that binds him down 
To earth — to find a chain where he would seek a 



crown! 



cxxxrv. 



Bothnet surveys ; then snatches back his eyes. 
Grieved in his heart, and overlooks again 

Toward ocean. Afar westward he descries 

Two horsemen spurring furious o'er the plain : 
The coursers weary ; but by goad and rein 

Onward impelled, impetuously they sweep 
Over the intervening space, and gain 

The eminence where he stands : the riders leap 
Down from their reeking steeds and climb the grass- 
clad steep. 
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cxxxv. 
** Die, godless traitor ! even as all slaves 

Are bom to die — Heaven's judgment take thee 
now ! " 
The foremost cries, and high to heaven waves 

His glittering sword — * ' All traitors perish so— 
So perish all that fear to face the foe — 
So perish — ^thou shalt die where thou dost stand I" 
Then Bothnet answers him with troubled 
brow, 
Yet lips that tremble not — " Stain not thy hand 
With yet more bloodi to heap fresh woe upon the 
land." 

CXXXVI. 

Not mine to trace the prowess of the brave, 

As Scotia's bard, whose harp's wild music-flood 
Swelled to the pibroch by his Katrine's wave : 

For such high strain this hand were all too 

rude; 
Know, in brief story, that cold swords drank 
blood 
From Bothnet, until one of that fierce twain 

Fell ; and the other, cowardly in his mood, 
Turning death-pale and faint beside the slain, 
Lost heart, fled, strode his steed, and spurred across 
the plain. 

OXXXVII. 

''Alas ! this untoward wretchedness of blood — 
Of murder — but what mortal thus beset 

Shall be termed murderer ? What man had stood 
Unmurmuringly, and died ? I die not yet — 
I dare not die ! Now, though my hands are wet 

With this most cursed blood, I cannot feel 
I wish the deed undone ; could I forget 

What hangs upon my life— could I conceal 

:t — then that I had met the cold death-steel!" 



^mhMXi 
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OXZXVIU* 

Then Bothnet, weak, and bleeding, and alone, 
Down the drear ridge moves slow with failing 
step, 
Life ever waxing fainter : fierce the sun 

Olares down the heavens, till all his pulses leap 
Liye anguish through him, fed from many a 
deep 
And streaming sword-cut ; and things in a veil 
Mistily float, like visions caught in sleep — 
The quivering of his lip shoots sharp and pale— 
Tet thus, alone, and faint, he struggles down the vale 

oxxxix. 
Overlooking southward on the host afar ; 

Till seeing him reel on, lone and distressed. 
An aged man (whose sons had joined the war, 
Deeming themselves by tyranny oppressed) 
Draws near, and breaks upon the still air's rest, 
Crying ** I thought thee murdered by the foe — 
But pale art thou, and blood streams down thy 
vest ! " 
And Rothnet murmuring, *' Would it had been so ! " 
Sinks down; and his breath ebbs fast, flutteringly, 
and low. 

OXL. 

Olandng about with a quick tearAil eye, 

The old man rears him, and guides where the 
ground 
Swells upward, and green braiu;]ie:s partiiigly 

Shew a fair dwelling. There he tends the 

wound 
Which drinks his life : assuasive herbs are found 
Deep through the forest : then the old man takes 

Sponge and wet linen and engirds around 
His temples ; and thus Eothnet sleeps ; nor wakes 
Till Heaven puts on the robes of light, and morning 
breaks. 




86 ' BOTHNET AKD UNDA. 

oxu; 

His spirit roves, unconscious at the first ; 

But gathering it back, with clouded brow, 
Trembling, he asks of Linda. ** Speak the worst ; 

Whate'er it be, I can endure it now ; 

Speak forth the worst — ^my heart is steeled for 
woe ! *' 
Then he that sits beside his couch replies, 

** Far better were it that thou didst not know ! 
And yet — ^yet — ^I will tell. Her body lies 
Bleeding on earth for thee— her Soul is in the skies 1 " 

oxLn. 

" welcome grief — grief that is joy to me ! 

Grief thriUing me with bliss the while I 
mourn ! 
Far better thus than thou hadst lived to be — 
Far better thus — thy loveliness is borne 
For ever from the pale of earthly scorn ! 
Now is thy face all love divine, and fair, 

And tranquil as the young and rosy morn ; 
Now is thy Soul immortal — and where'er 
The blest abode of love, thou sitt'st enthronM there ! 

oxLin. 

''But I will go and quell the raging host ; 
I will unload my spirit though I die." 
" go not, do not go, or thou art lost — 

within thy veins the fever still is high !" 
The old man says to him beseechingly. 
But Rothnet rises, chafing at delay. 

Then he of hoary locks cries bitterly, 
*' Rothnet, Rothnet — ^then thou wilt not stay ! 
Alas ! I have deceived — and how I dare not say ! 



BOTHNET AND LDTDA* 87 

OXLIV. 

** I thought to check thee, for wild is thy brain — 
^ And Linda—" ** Speak on ! " Eothnet fiercely 
cries : 
** Linda is with the host ! Over the plain 

Coursing her steed, she bids the trampled rise, 
And shout a loud defiance to the skies ! 
Distressed — ^yet wild and passionate in woe — 

She told the chiefs of thee with streaming eyes : 
And fearing lest the general host should know, 
!9ipat cruelly they decreed that thy life-blood should 
flow— 

CXLV. 

" And now I thought thee dead." *' I linger not — 
I cannot linger! " Eothnet cries in great ' 
And very bitter anguish, ^' Though my lot 

Passes all grief, too hard for human state ! 
Though men shall scorn, and Linda's vexed 
hate 
Flash forth, or kill me with its silent slight, 

I cannot linger — seeing God in Fate, 
Not Fate, but God ! and daring not to fight 
His ways, dark only through excessiveness of light ! " 

OXLVI. 

Haggard, heart-broken, weak — and yet how strong 
In his deep soul !— he nears the mob, and there 

Gathers around him many a whispering throng ; 
"With looks of pity — ^yet of scorn — they stare 
Upon his wasted form and streaming hair : 

Then Linda passes by him : she but throws 
A glance on him — she stays not : 

He thinks her then — but list ! the ruski 
Disordered, care-worn, wild — ^^behold how 
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cxLyn. 

Bothnet aroundj and bear him on in haste, 
Loading the air with many a helL'sh cry, 

Toward a deserted abbey, old and vast, 

Upon the plain. There the pale chieftains tiy 
Bothnet, with forms of law and mockery. 

" Will ye not let me speak ?" " Yea, though the 
stroke 
Of death hangs over thee — ^for thou must die ! 

Yet, traitor ! briefly speak." A voice awoke 
The solemn silence of the aisles, and Bothnet spoke. 
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CANTO IV. 

I. 

" There is no man that loves not liberty. 

It is the birthright of the sons of earth — 
And are there any bum not to be free — 

And are there any would reject its worth ? 
Who loves not fPbedom, all his heart's a dearth ; 
There is no spark of heavenly life in him^ 

But all his frame is sprung from mortal birth ; 
He has no kindred with immortal Time ; 
He grovels in the filth of earth's degrading slime. 

n. 

'* Is there in all before me such a man ? 

No, by the Land ye love ! To you is given 
To grasp tiLe light of Hberty, and scan 

Into the brightness of the will of Heaven ! 
But wherefore passionately have we riven 
The concord of the land, and cast the breath 

Of wasting o'er its ripened fields, and driven 
Despair into men's hearts, to scatter death 
AfSftr, till sick with bloody the sword pant for 
sheath ? 
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in. 

" Shall we be free thus ? Shall we take the seed 

Of wrong, and dearth, and misery, and sow 
The hearts of men, while other thousands bleed — 
A fertilizing rain I — to make it grow, 
And reap from thence the fruit of freedom ? — 
no : 
For as the seed so shall the harvest be : 

The seed is woe ; the harvest shall be woe — 
I tremble for the birthright of the free — 
I tremble when we make freedom a mockery ! 

IV. 

'* I do not tremble for true Liberty : 

It lives enthroned upon the sacred height 
Of Truth — immortal Truth — and cannot die ! 
Deathless in its own purity, and bright 
With all the radiance of the infinite, 
Unchanging, lovely Heaven, it cannot die ! 

. True Liberty is Truth, and Truth is Light, 
And Light is Light for ever — one on high, 
Throned, crowned, and girt with Light — the same 
eternally ! 

V. 

"Freedom ! brave Son of man's imfettered thought; 
Noble, ennobling, lovely, great, and good ! 
Fountain of our best nature — ever sought. 
And yet, alas ! so little understood. 
The goad of nations — firer of the blood ! 
Ever upon the tongue, and yet, alas. 

So little in the heart ! Pure, yet imbued 
With blood of millions, who essayed to trace. 
While yet they raged and scorned, the beauty of. thy 
face. 
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VI. 

''When maddened nations fought, and bled, and 
raved. 
Then Freedom wept hot tears of sympathy — 
For how can man, in heart, in thought enslaved, 
Win one sweet smile from heaven-born 

Liberty ? 
The smile of Freedom rests but on the free ; 
Love lingers only upon loving eyes ; 

Where there are flowers there will the sun- 
shine be ; 
Then wherefore do yre sons of slavery rise 
For freedom, when ourselves work our own tyi'annies ? 

VTI. 

" The tyrannies we suffer are our own ; 

From out the heart sweep every trace of sin : 
Slavery is in the heart — not on the Throne — 
Aid with the heart must liberty begin. 
Free, then, the heart : make yourselves clean 
within : 
Bestrain the passion of your thoughts, and be 

Strong in your own uprightness : ye shall win 
The perfect life unto yourselves, and see 
True iVeedom face to face — ^ye shall indeed be free. 

vni. 

" Freedom is truest attribute of Heaven. 

It shines alone upon the pure of earth. 
And cannot be polluted. It is given 

To those that seek it, those that love its worth. 
The world in part beheld it at man's bii 
And shall behold its fulness when all vioei 

Dulling the lives of men, is driven 
When passionless his heart has learnt to 
Virtue, and felt that deep delight of being 
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IX. 

** Think ye by this vain tumnlfc to be free ? 
Does this unruly rabble profit aught ? 
"We shall be bound in darker slavery — 

A fearful slavery our own hands have wrought ; 
For are not mobs, tearing down Princes, taught 
To bow the knee to their own impotence — 

Slaves of their own desires — fettered in 
thought:;— 
The servile followers of a blunted sense, 
With nothing that they care or dare to reverence ? 

X. 

"Who said the Throne oppressed you — he has lied; 
For all true freedom centres in the Throne. 
And what should be a nation's fullest pride ? 
The Constitution of its Laud alone. 
Will ye leap forth in blindness, and tear down 
Time-honoured precedents, and bum, and slay, 

And break the magic watchword of the Crown ? 
Ye will not rear such fabric in a day : 
Te have no new design — why cast the old away ? 

XI. 

" Ye must be goV^emed— ye may not run wild 

Without restraint — by some ye must be ruled. 
Let not your nobler natures be beguiled 

Hy those that would deceive you—be not fooled! 
Let the quick judgment of the brain be 
schooled 
In prudence, and fear not to question why 

A thing is good ; for the desire is cooled 
In the wisdom of the heart, when hastily 
It would embrace deceit and see truth in the lie. 
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xn. 



" Who seeks for truth shall find it. Truth is deep 
Within the heart — ^and truth does not deceive. 
Let not the truth that is within you sleep : 

Arise, and sleep not^-dream not — ^but achieve ! 
Labour in virtue, and ye shall receive 
Virtue's reward ; for though it cometh slow, 

It oomeih surely, if ye but believe 
That it toiU come, and labour on, though low 
The spirit ebb, laid down by earth's wide weight of 
woe: 

xin. 

** For we have wrongs — the natural wrongs of man : 
Wrongs that must be while human frailty last ; 
That ever have been since the world began ; 
And ever must be till the world be past. 
These inborn wrongs forbid that we should 
taste 
The fulness of life's joy : we toil and groan 

Beneath our sufferings : we unfeeling cast 
The burthen of our frailties on the throne. 
And pile on other heads the wrongs that are our own. 

XIV. 

" So feed we the heart's bitterness, and rise, 
And call ourselves the Sons of Liberty, 
And lifb our senseless raving to the skies, 

And rend the land, and swear we will be free, 
And trample down the wrongs of tyranny. 
And have our rights — and be no slaves— -but men. 
Freedom — ^is this the freedom that should be ? 
If this be freedom, let the tyrant reign ! 
If this be virtue, Heaveui let vice on earth remain ! 
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XV. 

" ThtM is it we gain freedom — hj the blood 

Of innocent thousands — ^by the sword and 
brand — 
By the most foul perversion of the good — 

By wrong and rapine — ^by a blackened land ? 
"We will burn palaces down, and lay rude hand 
On wasting treasure — ^what — ^then are we free ? 
Thousands are slaughtered — ^we have wrought 
a grand 
And glorious vengeance ! fools ! should not we see. 
Who give their passions vent work their own slavery ? 

XVI. 

** We make not less the burthens that we bear ; 

We make not less the wrongs of men— but 
more. 
We sin — but brook it not : we look not where 
The fountain-head of evil is, but pour 
Wild on the Powers that be, and curse, and 
roar 
Abroad in tumult — we have but increased, 

And madly galled our sufferings, and o'er 
The man within us lifted up the beast 
And our brute appetites — shall we not spurn, the 
feast? 

xvn. 

*' Corrupt ar« all the passions of the mob. 

The vileness of foul words is in its teeth. 
Its all-debasing function is to rob 

The virtuous of their virtue. Cold as death, 
And rank as poison, is its filthy breath. 
It simulates integrity, but Vice, 

Like a flower-hidden serpent, lurks beneath. 
False fascination gleams within its eyes ; 
And ever when it speaks, it feigns the truth — and lies. 
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xvm. 

" do not shame your country — be ye true ! 
Let not tlie deeds of a wild multitude 
Disgrace the noble end ye have in view : 

Wrong not the just — shed not the innocent 

blood : 
By evil deeds ye cannot gain the good. 
Dishonour not your country for a name — 

Mere fancied freedom, dreams of brotherhood, 
And unsubstantial nothings ! Wipe the shame 
From your own hearts — ^make your own lives a purer 
flame. 

XIX. 

" Pure is the throne — ^if aught he pure on earth : 
We live not in the brutal days of old : 
Man is more true, and of sublimer birth, 

And all the world is of a different mould : 
Bight is more loved, and wrong is more 
controlled : 
In their own lives the wise have learned to see 

The light of God, and grasp what they behold— 
Things now are brightening — and will ever be, 
For Qt)d aye gives His world more light and purity. 

XX. 

" do not — by that L'ght which works to prove 
The Deity to man ! — do not rend 
This sure, progressive harmony of love. 
Maturing all things to a perfect end. 
Biot and headlong passion do not mend 
The vices of a world. Do we not know — 

Will not our feeble senses comprehend- 
That change, if it is good and right is slow ? 
Bash change exalts the thing it strives to overthrow- 
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** Ye know that when the flesh is pierced deep. 

The panting blood streams forth from out the 
wound: 
Hot to the brain the nerves with anguish leap. 
And every startled pulse throbs wild around : 
Quick from the inmost life the arteries bound : 
The tremulous heart ebbs low : shuddering and 
fleet 
Gomes the thick breathing, like the fltfiil sound 
Of moaning branches which the wild winds beat — 
The mind is sick — ^the frame convulsed with fevered 
heat — 

XXII. 

"Tet — time flows on — the wound begins to heal : 

The rush of blood is stayed : the heart regains 
Its wonted vigour, and the pulses feel 

Their pangs abated. Thus composure reigns 
Anew within the being — but the stains 
Of evil live, and as it were deface 

The whole : a seeming-ghastly scale remainsi 
To the white skin around a dark disgrace ; 
The flesh arotmd is fair — the scar alone seems base : 

xxni. 

" But who so mad as to remove the scale — 
To lacerate with a repeated pain 
The convalescent being, and unveil 

The wound in all its ghastliness again ? 
Then is indeed this covering a stain 
To that which is around it ? What were flEur 

If this abused scar did not remain ? 
The wound all loathsome would again be bare, 
Hot pain throb through the blood, and nought be 
lovely there. 
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XXIV. 



" Sin is the wound upon the heart of m^n. 

Sin pierced deep into man's heart when first 
He breathed his mortal being, and began 
To lie, and all his nature was accurst. 
But sin is healing : man has seen the worst : 
For time has cleansed, and time is cleansing still 

The vices of mankind : no more men thirst 
For freedom, while the swords of tyrants fill 
An aching world : the world is triumphing o'er the ill. 

XXV. 

" Man's mind is purer, overruling sin ; 

His thoughts are wider — more discreet, and 
mild — 
Not wholly losing reason in the din 

Of demon whisperings leagued to make him 

wild: 
Por Virtue with her fostering light has smiled 
Upon the wounds of sin, and b aimed them o'er, 

And hidden them ; and much that had defiled 
The beauty of man's heavenly birth before — 
Much sin, and woe, and shame — ^much evil — ^is no 
more. 

XXVI. 

"The higher Laws of Nature have been found : 
Man may not live to please himself alone : 
He must control himself for those around. 
And by the lives of others rule his own. 
If he should act with sin, he must atone 
His sin ; but if with right, reward must be — 

And o'er all this, in love, is set the Throne — 
A Tower of strength, the Pillar of the Free ! 
Cementing this most great and glorious Polity. 

H 
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XXVII. 

*' How cold would be the world if each, pursued 
His own desire, and lived for nothing more. 
And thought within himself was aU the good, 
And all the rest was senseless to the core ! 
But have we not far nobler sight before 
Our eyes than this ? — we are not merely stone ! 

Do we not scan the whole of being o'er, 
And with the lives of others blend our own — 
Oannot each glad heart say, * I live — and not alone ? ' 

xxvm. 

" Delight it is to feel the things we do 

Must all be felt by others, and that we 
Are working, not obscurely, for a few, 
But for a whole — a glorious imity ! 
For every man, by some wide sympathy, 
lives in his fellows ; for we all are blent, 
As link in link, by mutual liberty — 
By love, and every virtue God has sent 
To league the lives of men — a wondrous government ! 



"The Throne restrains the violence of sin, 

And works upon the wound a silent cure. 
It has an influence that seems to win 

The lives of men to make them free and pure. 
All breathe in one vast unity secure ; 
And yet not less each spirit feels the grace 

Of earnest love around it — gentle power 
To check, and cover as it were, the base 
Inborn within it — for sin*s mark is on the race. 
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" Such is the Throne — stay of each separate heart, 
Yet life of all in one united soul ; 
Breathing abroad alike through every part 
To temper all the fabric of the whole — 
Judge betwixt good and evil, to control 
The evil, and not let the good to mourn — 

But men are blinded ; there are some that roll 
Tlieir tongues in vain derision, and with scorn 
Point to the Throne, and mad, swear it shall not be 
borne! 



" AniL why is this ? the Throne itself is good : 
But man around is full of filthiness. 
His evil deeds — ^the vileness of his blood — 

Cling to the throne, and mar its usefulness. 
And make it seem untrue. Man's own distress 
Is heaped upon it ; and the pain and vice 

Bife through the world it labours to suppress. 
Make it seem v3.e to undisceming eyes, — 
So falseness taints the truth, and slanders it with lies. 

xxxn. 

" And thus the Throne, encumbered with man's sin, 
And laden with a world's infirmity, 
Is made impure, though it is pure within. 

And tyrant, though it knows not tyranny. 
Men are unjust, and rash, and cannot see 
They are the tyrants beneath whom they groan : 

They wrong the loveliness of liberty. 
And soil its truth by falseness of their own — 
They swear they will be free — they swear to rend the 
throne ! 
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xxxni. 

" Untutored, brainless zealots ! would they tear 

The covering from the wound that is not 
healed ? 
Let them in frenzy rend the Throne — and bare 
Shall they behold what vileness it concealed ! 
Merciful God ! shall man's hell be revealed — 
Shall thine own creature man run riot again, 

And all the ills of ages be unsealed 
In strivings and in hatreds, lust and pain, 
And the long earnest years have laboured all in vain ? 

xxxrv. 

"When the wide world is pure — ^when sin is not— 
When man grasps his full nature, and is wise 
To tell the thing of purity from the blot 

That would seem pure — to look into the eyes 
Of Heaven, and see, and spurn all human vice, 
Then will ye need no Throne. The Throne will die, 

When the deep evil it suppresses dies — 
When the vain tongues of men have ceased to lie, 
And truth is in each heart, and love in every eye ; 

XXXV. 

'* Then will ye need no Throne — and only then ; — 
The Throne will perish in the natural flow 
Of things, when virtuous are the lives of men : 
And virtuous they shall be, though time is slow, 
And endless seem the years of mortal woe ; 
For it shall be that Virtue shall be found ; 

And then the Throne, in its fit course, will go — 
Even as the scale, when all the flesh is sound. 
And all the being pure^ drops from the healed wound. 
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XXXVI. 

'' Bough are my words : yet haply ye may glean 
Some seeds of truth, to take a lasting root 
In your own hearts ; and growing there unseen. 
To blossom forth, and bear a glorious fruit. 
When I in death am lying cold and mute. 
I speak but strangely of the Throne, and still 

This very strangeness of the words may shoot 
The truth upon you, and divinely thrill 
Your spirits, that they love the right and scorn the 
ill. 

xxxvn. 

'' Men see the selfsame truth in different ways. 

Their minds developed variously ; though each 
And all have much in common : for the gaze 
One eye attains, another wiU not reach : 
And thus God's ways are manifold to teach 
His Laws : not all at once to the infinite 

Does He unfold light, that too far would stretch 
The vision ; but according to the sight 
And varied need of each, so He unveils His light. 

xxxvni. 

** Men see the selfsame truth in different 
One will reject the thing another 
But both accept it in an altered p^ 
Ye know that when the crjm]^. 
The babbling rivulet, the 
Purely, arrayed in light. Do. J[e 
iJ the down-course be 
weeds. 
Or leaf, or branch — if thicknesfl 
The dashing stream becomes imp 
slow ? 
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XXXIX. 

" And would ye blame for this the fountain-head ? 
Is it the evil ? no-r-pure is the spring : 
Is not the evil in the river-bed ? 

Do not the runlets of the fountain fling 
Fresh waters down the stream — and murmuring 
From rock to rock speeds not the crystal course, 
Through the glad grottoes gaily echoing — 
Pure with Qie pure until it feel 9ie force 
Of evil — and attest the pureness of the source ? 



XL. 

''For so the fountain flows without a stain, 

Unchanging ever — bright, and fresh, and free ; 
But long as leaf, and branch, and weed remain 
In the dark bed, they mar its purity. 
Though deeply ye may probe, ye cannot G(ee 
Blemish within the fountain — there is none ; 

The fountain flows on pure eternally : 
'Tis when ye trace it, widening on and on, 
Te And it tainted grown, and all its beauty gone. 



XLI. 

*' Thus is it with the Throne. The Throne is steeped 
In the polluting wickedness of man : 
We are not pure : our vices intercept 

Q-od's current working in the Throne, and stain 
Its pureness ; even as when the streamlet ran 
Through things impure, it lost its purity, 

l£ough spotless was it when the course began-^ 
For pureness with impureness cannot be : — 
Then do not blame the Throne for man's own leprosy. 
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zLn. 

'' But as the fountain never wearies^ so 

Gk)d in the Throne is ever working good — 
Gt)od that is true — and long though it is slow— 
And perfect though it is not understood ! 
The streamlet in an everlastng flood 
Purges impureness, till ye find the river 

Slowly becoming bright and fair, endued 
With pureness by the fountain — ^ye discover 
The impure is not for long — the pure flows on for ever ! 

XLni. 

''Thus will Heaven's wisdom in the Throne make 
pure, 
Slowly and surely, man's impurities — 
Slowly indeed ; but slowness will insure 
Perfection ; joy will be for miseries — 
For days of woe, blissful eternities ; 
And men will know the triumph of the right 

Over the wrong — will know life as it is 
In the dominion of eternal light — 
Will know how small is vice — virtue how infinite ! 

XLTV. 

" Vice is but for a day : it soon decays 

Before the good's persuasive influence : 
Vice is as mud ; but virtues go their ways 

From out the fountains of Gbd's pureness, 

whence 
Flow the fair waters ever to dispense 
Healing ; and though throughout the worlds around 

Evil engenders evil, alway thence 
Weaker and weaker every birth is found ; 
While good proceeds from good and does the more 
abound. 



i 
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XLV. 

" Men must have something to restrain the ill, 

Some ruling Power for good — we cannot all 
Be governors — and does not the throne fulfil 

Such government? Far harder is the thrall 
Of numbers — and how often with the fall 
Of Thrones we see the fall of nations too, 

Disasters and corruptions, which recall 
The Throne to life again — would not men do 
Better if they maintained the Throne, and never knew 

XLVI. 

''Nation-demoralizing anarchy? 

Men turn to reason when it is too late — 
When they are broken by discordancy, 
And feel the arrows of disastrous fate. 
thou wise God, how few the men that wait 
To take the calmer verdict of the mind ! 

Fools flash into conclusions, and create 
Some, specious fallacy, and think they find 
One universal light for ruling all manland ! 

XLvn. 

" The hearts of men are differently moulded : 
Not in all spirits to the same degree, 
In one sure balance, is the mind unfolded — 
Then talk not of absurd equality. 
We cheat ourselves with visioned purity — 
Glorious, indeed, if it were possible ; 

It is impolitic — it cannot be ! 
There is a heaven on earth — but there's a hell ! 
Te cannot equalize what is unequable. 
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XLVm. 

" When every man and man is diflPerent, 

How can all men be equal ? By what scheme 
Of nicely wrought and complex argument 

Can ye achieve it ? ye must count the same 
The wise man and the fool! cursed be the 
name 
laarspander on you as Fraternity ! 

Have ye not sense to feel it is mere flame 
To excite your hearts ? Have ye not eyes to see 
They fatten on your bread, and laugh derisively? 

XLIX. 

" On your distress they feed their greedy jaws ; 

On your distress they build their own delight : 
What matters it to them of Land or Laws — 
What do they care for Liberty or Right — 
If they but^feed a slavish appetite — 
If they but eat, and ply a glorious trade, 
A profitable trade ? Thei/ live, in spite 
Of all the grinding evil they upbraid — 
They reap on your distress — ^by Heaven, they are 

BEPAID ! 

L. 

*' Know how to treat such lying, heartless thieves ; 
Shew that ye are not blinded — void of sense ! 
They are not blinded ! They know where the sheaves 
Of harvest can be gathered, and from whence 
Their hearts may wanton on extravagance. 
Te are oppressed, forsooth, that they may feed, 

Bevelling on the best— at your expense ! 
These are the rascals whose insatiate greed 
Corrodes into your hearts — for these ye swi 
bleed ! 
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LI. 

" The ill ye suffer is the gold of these ; 

The harvest of their hopes is when ye mourn ; 
They clothe themselves in honied mockeries, 

And feign to feel the burthens ye have borne ; 
They feel not — but they feign to do — and scorn 
Behind their laced doublets ye that give 

Belief and gold to them ! But they have sworn 
They speak the truth ! ay, swear — and then deceive ! 
And ye, more fools than they, see falseness — and 
believe! 

LU. 

" Behold them — do they speak the truth, or lie ? 

Behold them — do they look like honest men ? 
Ye can make no mistake : there is a sly, 

Half-frighted look about them — ^they are 

plain ! 
How they do wince, and fawn, and wince again, 
When Truth surveys them ! oh, how they do strive 

To seem at ease, writhing in mortal pain ! 
But some of us are fools enough to give 
Belief to what they say, and thus believed — ^they live ! 

LIII. 

" Ay ! live and thrive. And it is honest thrift — 
Is it not honest ? yes — they do not cheat ; 
Oh, no — they cheat not ! His a glorious gift 

Of honesty — a clever gift ! How they do eat, 
Stuffing their gullets with delicious meat, 
Won honestly from those to whom they say, 

** Ye starve for tyrants ! " ay — their bread is 
sweet : 
What matters it to them ye starve, if they. 
With craftiness and lies, make your starvation pay ? 



SOTHHBT ARB LOIDA. 107 

MV. 

** liOt not henceforth such cunning blind yonr eyes ; 
Be no more blinded : ye can fatliom through 
Deception, though it cloaks itself with lies, 
I)i8honouring truth by seeming to be true. 
Ye see how fliey, like ravening adders, drew 
The blood from out your hearts, and in their sleeve 
Laughed at ye all the while — liars ! they knew 
That profit was to madden and deceive ; 
Still let them tell their lies — but do not ye believe ! " 



# 
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CANTO V. 
I. 

He ceases. Tears are in the eyes of men. 

And silence reigns unbroken through the aisles, 

Sare for tho voice of weeping grief; and then 
A sound doats forth adown the massiTO piles, 
And he that ded fzx^m Eothnet, cloaked in wiles 

And blandishments^ and lisping feigned assent, 
Speaks smilinglr, ret curses thiough his smilesi 

While foAT, and haio, and favning truth are blent 
Upon his sicklj fauv in foul ooniordon bent. 



He sirears— but tnuh caoi ^ohom in the oath 
The ^^onpcws desnonstzatioin of a lie — 

Whinj^vnnir on tha: he xras a>a^T loth — 

Yo^i.'h i*. :hou $,:i: — v ^u:h i: :hou azure Sky I — 
Tiia: Ko: V^^^l ~11v\av «:- for: ii ! — that A# should 
die : 

Ue l*^Tvd h::5i iosirjj*, by the G\>as abC'Te ! 

IThe Pooj\le vere ir.da=aei — azsd ihat w«s irhy 

He nude na.vk Trial— ^iiai KcdiTiea's woids might 



Uow aU hi$ >:fi> had be«: 1^ Hbe:^ aad loTO ; 
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m. 

Then lie extols liim, Freedom's noblest son ! 

So young, and yet so brave-so great, and 
good I 
There was indeed a glorious victory won — 

And there, before their eyes, the victor stood. 

With what high nature he must be imbued 
To strive for right, undaunted though alone. 

Scorned, assailed by all ! what fortitude — 
What strength of soul — ^to battle for the Throne- 
To win the common good, and sacrifice his own ! 

rv. 

He leers on Eothnet, and ye may perceive 

Though glozing love the hate he would control : 

He manufactures tears, but does not grieve : 
The livid glow upon his cheek — the roll 
Of his delusive eye — would fain condole 

With Eothnet ; but they rather show what fire 
Of vengeful hatred racks his parched soul — 

How. all his senses wallow in the mire 
Of spite he cannot vent, while fear controls his ire. 

V. 

Depraved emotion wrestles on his face. 

Trembling with cowardly shame, deep stamped 
with vice. 
Till natural baseness, rendered still more base, 

Shames all the gaze of uncorrupted eyes. 

High magnified by glutted avarice. 
He scarce can stifle passion, but well versed 

In the display of blinding artifice, 
Upon revenge he keeps his anger nursed, 
And blesses with his lips what all his heart has cursed. 
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VI. 

And thus bespattering the multitude 

With delicate words, he lauds their noble sense 
Of right and law — their strivings for the good : 

The loftiness of Eothnet's brave defence— 

The flood of his overwhelming eloquence — 
Found them no laggards, by the Sun in heaven ! 

No laggards after truth, when evidence — 
Such evidence — was gloriously given 
Of that immortal truth for which &ey all had striven. 

vn. 

With flattering words, affecting modesty, 

But fearfal for his life, he then began 
To unfold the honour of his policy — 

To excuse the seeming baseness of his plan. 

God knew he loved the liberty of man ! 
God knew he hated factious violence — 

That he was true — no foolish partizan 
Of vain deceits ! He knew the difference 
Between true Liberty and liberty's pretence ! 



vin. 

All he had done, was done, if foolishly, 

Yet still, by Heaven ! with honesly of aim : 
Could they accuse him of inconstancy ? 

Through good and evil he was e'er the same ; 

But when, in troublous time, there went a flame 
Of discontent— a vitiating brand — 

To Are their hearts, though fllled with secret 
shame. 
He fed their passions for the time, but planned 
That Eothnet should appease and purify tibe land. 
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Baahly had he endeavoured from the first 

To turn the torrent of calamity, 
Into what deepening crime he would have mersed 

The hapless nation ! well that he could see 

How to avert such utter misery ! 
Had he been foolish or irresolute 

In such a fearful crisis ? prudently 
He had refused to set a quickening foot 
Upon excited vice— or what had been the fruit ? 

X. 

He knew that tdtimately it must die : 

Had he not practised glorious deceit 
In seeming to believe a threatening lie 

Till Truth could stamp it 'neath her conquering 

feet ? 
When Truth is hedged around must she not 
cheat 
Her enemy to work his overthrow ? 

By Heaven! she must — or smart beneath 
defeat ! 
Might Truth not lie against a lying foe ? 
A vain morality alone would answer ** No P' 

XI. 

So pleads that villanous hireling of the devil 
In his own hearty and lifts his countenance 

Beaming with honey of persuasive evil 

And sugared falsehood, to the broad expanse 
Of the blue heaven, twisting glance on glance 

Of maudlin goodiness from out his eyes ; 

Surveying here and there, and then askance 

Looking at all, he swears by Paradise 
He speaks untainted truth — though all his words are 
lies! 



/^ 
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xn. 
"Porgive," he cries, **If in my zeal for truth 
Imprudently my lips have uttered aught ! 
Taught from a child, from the first days of youth, 
To love the truth, to speak the truth, and not 
To cloud the Heaven of man's unfathomed 
thought 
By blackening falsehood, I have never lied ! — 
Save when, indeed, by falsehood truth was 
wrought — 
But then, when truth and falsehood were allied, 
I spoke untrue that truth might more be glorified ! " 

xni. 
Confusing true and false in boastM show, 

Thus speaks he, all imheeded by the throng, 
That half unconscious if he speaks or no, 

Gazing on Rothnet, wails his grievous wrong 
And the dire anguish he has borne so long. 
The pitiless wretch weeps artificial tears ; 

Transient colours brood his brow along. 
Ghastly alike whatever hue it wears, 
Now flushed with crimson rage, now pale with creeping 
fears. 

XIV. 

Bravely sustained while there was need to speak, 
But overcome when there was need no more, 
Eothnet, unearthly white on brow and cheek, 
Exhausted, fever slumbrous in each pore, 
Crushed neath the burthen of the love he 
bore, — 
Turned to the liar whose unhallowed sword 

Strove for his life, and scanned him mutely 
o*er : 
And thus he listened to his lying word. 
Though rent with shame his soul despised him whil^ 
he heard. 




BOTHKET AND LOmJi. 113 

XV. 

But silence pierces to a liar's heart 

More forcibly than* speech : pass liars by, 
And heed them not, and they will feel the dart 

Of self-contempt inflict self- agony. 

So Rothnet answers not, but lets him lie ; 
The people answer not, nor heed him groan, 

And falter on, and swear by Earth and Sky 
That he has striven for the truth alone. 
Honoured in Heaven a God, and loved on earth a 
Throne ; — 

XVI. 

With all the jargon of hypocrisy, 

Deception, shrinking from its own deceit, 
Oba smile out to substantiate a lie, — . 

Veiling in truth the lie it fears to meet. 
Until in truth the lie has found retreat. 
Bat little recks it with what craftiness 

Of milky words he whitens o*er his cheat, 
. Obihing his falseness in apparent dress 
^ Of truth, and making sin appear as righteousness ; — 

i. xvn. 

A lugger object rules the multitude, 

And his inglorious words but fall on air : 

iittoagh now his frenzied face is flushed with blood, — 
&ough now, grown paUid, he breathes forth 

a prayer,— 
The murmurings of the peopled aisles declare 
r emptily he speaks. Kothnet is borne, 
And tears are in the eyes of those that bear, 
ihe jfreshness of the outer morn, 
ihe host where love has slain unfeeling scorn. 
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zvm. 

How changed the scene — ^how altered all the plain ! 
Sweet Heaven! what good a truthful heart 
can do : 
A word of truth is as a drop of rain, 

Melting the soul of hardened nature through. 
Truth has been spoken — and man's heart is 
true, 
Welcoming truth — and far the false hath fled ; 

Let the eye sweep the plain, and ye will view 
A glorious host in love and peace outspread. 
Where Madness lately stalked through blood he 
thought to shed. 

XIX. 

The brows of men are wrapt in thoughtftd mien, 

The brows that erewhile, but few hours ago, 
Were flamed with hectic passion, and the spleen 

Of foolish hatred for a fancied foe. 

There is no braggart rage — ^no riot now — 
No loud Equality — no empty glare : 

Where is the bauble, that phantasmal show 
Of Right and Liberty ? the lie is bare, 
And the substantial truth of freedom triumphs there. 



Achiever of the bloodless triumph ! thou 

Whose life is all the being of my lay, 
Victorious Eothnet ! art thou thrilling now 

With joy intenser than the tongue can say ? 

Art thou not raptured, Eothnet, to survey 
This blissful scene — and all the triumph thine own ? 

The bleeding heart for thee would fain delay*- 

And yet why should it ? Grief must trace thee oiii 

And speak, though to the heart each word is as a otone. 

1 
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Do not the myriad lips of peace delight 

Bothnet ? boundis not his heart exultingly ? 



No— loy and sorrow fearfully unite, 

And shine their thankless beams imheedingly, 
Mingling to make the deeper agony. 
And thus upon him shall grief ever feed ? 
Alas that life should so unkindly be- 
That love should follow such imlovely creed, 
And either love— or scorn, and leave its love to bleed ! 

xxn. 

There is a time — so wanders life's wild river — 
When joy around makes sorrow pierce more 
keen — 
When near delight's fierce sun our spirits shiver. 
Feel wretchedness the more, and fain would 

screen 
Themselves in solitude, and live imseen — 
When silent grief is all we can possess — 
When, if there be a barrier between 
The joy of others and our own distress, 
We bear it in ourselves, and feel its burthen less. 

zzni. 

There is for Bothnet no tranquillity. 

No silent solitude where he may find 

Seclusion for his sorrow ; joy must be, 

As though it understood not, all unkind : 
Joy will not leave his breaking heart confined 

To grief it might endure even, if alone — 

Joy — unfeeling Joy ! thou art all blind ! 

All life is not untroubled as thine own — 
Oanst thou not feel for grief because to thee imknown ? 



I 
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xxrv. 

Joy should be Eothnet's : can he not rejoice ? 

He should rejoice — and sorrow is the more 
Because he cannot. Sorrow's landless voice 

Knells ever in upon his heart, and lower, 

Even to the life, joy's deeper woe doth pour 
Its bitter comfort, bidding him not mourn ! 

The joy he cannot feel but frets the sore 
Sorrow has made, adding a deeper thorn 
To agony that before his spirit might have borne. 

XXV. 

The flillest hope of all a life is won, 

And all the glory Eothnet's ; can he not 
Ghrasp some delight in what his soul has done, 

And let unmanly sorrow be forgot ? 

Ah no ! for even victory must rot. 
And sink his spirit in its cold decay — 

It comes on wings of sorrow, and his lot 
Sickens, until even hope ebbs wild away, 
Bobbed of the love it only felt to lose for aye ! 

XXVI. 

Ye that have loved — and loved alas, in vain ! 

That once have felt that thrilling tenderness — 
Ye that have loved and not been loved again ! 

Ye know the spirit's utter abjectness— 

Yet ye divine not Rothnet's sore distress. 
Ye that have loved, and thought that love returned — 

Ye that have been deceived — 'tis ye that gneas 
What fire of anguish within Rothnet burned, 
When Linda spumed his love and mocked him while 
she spumed ! 
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Bat things are changed. The World is never still. 

And Life aye courses on the wheels of time, 
Beneath her chariot beating down the ill, 

But lifting good on soaring wings sublime. 

Each day &om out man's nature wipes some 
slime, 
Leaving his life of more celestial mould — 

But such things are beyond my feeble rhyme ; 
The ice of human language is too cold ; 
Words may attempt to tell, but must leave all untold. 

xxvm. 

Bothnet has battled in the ranks of right, 
The champion of triumphant liberty, — 

But now his soul is cut from all delights- 
Laid low even in the midst of victory 
By the cold shaft of its love's perfidy ! 

All triumph now is as a burning coal ; 

He has won freedom — yet he is not free ; 

For grief is slavery, and it has control 
Stronger than links of iron over the fettered soiQ« 

ZXIX. 

Speak I of Linda — ^for whom he has bled, 

And bleeds still ? Is it not her loving spring 
Of beauty ? but alas it all is dead 

To him, and in its death he is languishing. 

Cold is that love, which shoud robe what I sing 
With sunshine — with the sunshine of a yoimg 

And lovely spirit ; love has taken wing — 
Loveless and false — but still she must be sung. 
Though shattered by her slight, the lyre is all 
unstrimg. 
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If lore be sndi, it is mere skelettm — 

The gewgaw of a load and ¥8111 pietaiioe— 
A i^eetre palace fliat is bnilt upon 

Tlie tu^aiUees dust of a degraded sense ! 

A, babble of reality, ftam whence 
We think to extract a being, and bat datch 

The emptiness of air and Toid expanse — 
Bat t$ lore tnos ? ye that hare felt the touch 
' k^re upon your hearts know that it is not such. 
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xxxm. 

No ! the heart's love is deeper, vaster, higher*— 
And man and nature are a truer state. 

She finds the zeal of love from out the fire 
Of her afflicted spirit — passionate 
The more with love because she feigns to hate. 

Is Rothnet dear no more because reviled ? 

Though love will live on thorns, and simulate 

The thing it does not feel — though it is wild — 
Though it forsakes its creed — still it is not beguiled ; 

XXXIV. 

It cannot cheat itself — it may the world. 

For being from the heart, though it may feign 
Outer repudiation, it is hurled 

Back in itself to tenfold love again. 

Though to the world it may affect disdain, 
Yet if within itself it stiU beats on, 

Attempt to cheat itself is more than vain : 
For all its life is in the heart alone — 
And who deceive the heart where all things must be 
known? 



Thus has it been with Linda. She could not 

Deceive herself, though others were deceived : 

She could not check the current of free thought, 
Believing what her heart had not believed : 
Nay — far, far different — ^loving she has grieved 

And grieving loved, while that deep agony 

Of lonehness — for she was all bereaved ! — 

Hose like a chilling blast, tempestuously 
Dashing her soul, as life is dashed on some wild sea. 
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XXXVl. 



Fierce conflict has it been within her breast ; 

But mock-heroic liberty and pride 
Prevail, and leave all love an outward jest : 

But still her heart floats onward with the tide 

Of helpless love — a wreck to all beside ! 
For all her pride, she feels still in the heart — 

For the heart's faith must evermore abide, 
Though falsehood flx it with remorseless dart, 
And rend it wholly — ^rei^t, fair spirit, as thou art, 

xzxyn. 

Ab passing Bothnet in a wild career, 

Thy raven locks far flying through the wind, — 
Dashing with peevish hand the unbidden tear 

From off thy cheeks — for weeping stiU would 

find 
Exit from out those eyes, by sorrow blind ! — 
Yet laughing scornfully in scorn's own mood, 

Thou dashest through the host, where threat 
and jeer 
Prick on untutored minds to deeds of blood : 
Wisdom may rule the man, but not the multitude; 

xxxYin. 

Folly's contamination flies like fever 

Through an excited host ; and folly there 

Is regnant in the multitude, wherever 

Ye see her tresses waving through the air — 
A woman, in her madness, doubly fair ! 

Devotion, boundless £is her loveliness, 

Flows from the lips of men : a balm for care 

Is in her beauty : who could think of less 
Than dying, if need be, for beauty in distress? 
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And thus, inflaming madness, captivating 

The hearts of all, she courses o'er the plain, 
"While love and passion, ever fluctuating, 
A varied torture, melt into her brain. 
She curbs her steed up wildly, and again. 
With locks dishevelled and with flaming eyes, 
Bespeaks the chieftains in a passionate pain, 

Bidding them seize on Rothnet — " Chiefs, arise ! 
Fulfil imperious fate — as I mmt do — he dies ! '* 



XL. 

When love— when woman is thus cruel — can ye 
Wonder that man should follow in her wake ? 

And is this woman ? oh, what vanity 

To talk of tenderness in woman ! break. 
Ye hearts that trust in woman ! for the sake 

Of visionary truth wiU woman slay 

The truth of plighted love, and wildly stake 

Her happiness on phantoms of decay, — 
On the effervescing froth of things that pass away ! 



XLI. 

When Linda's lips have spoken thus unkind. 
Ye cannot marvel at the pitiless word 

Of irate men, sated with madness, blind 

To all save pompous freedom, and a sword 
To assert its cause with blood. A raving horde 

Hem Rothnet round, £is ye have seen, and bear 
Him on to death, a traitor's full reward ! 

Yet Linda bids them let his words declare 
His own atrocious guilt**the last hope of despair ! 
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XLH, 

The passionate hope of languishing, strange love, 
That something — Heaven, and Heaven alone, 
knew what — 
Would intervene in mercy from above, 
*Twixt her, and her unutterable lot. 
"Shall he not speak? and speaking, shall he not 
Find mercy— or is Heaven all merciless ? 

Shall he not find it ? shall he be forgot, 
When thousand earthly sinning lips address 
Prayer unto Heaven, and purge far deeper wicked- 
ness ? " 

XUII. 

And then, despising her own weakness, wild 
Even, to a frenzy, firmly she resumes 

Counterfeit rancour, till in part beguiled 

By what is only semblance, she entombs 
The life of her deep nature, and exhumes 

What passion she had buried. Angrily 

She incites the leaders — though deep pain 
consumes 

Meanwhile her spirit, and her tremulous eye 
Beveals in love and hate conflicting agony. 

XLIV. 

As through the cloisters of the abbey borne 

She views her lover, how can she refrain 
From loving him, though thousands round her scorn, 
And raving with unhallowed lips, profane 
The idol of her heart ? Can she disdain 
The promptings of her secret love, and hate ? 

No ! love floods forth from all its founts again, 
ess, not altogether obdurate, 
h it strives to be, fighting against its fate. 
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XLV. 



Oh, what a vain solemnity of trial 

This outward show of justice seems to be ! 
Is this true justice ? What cold, deep denial 

Her heart must give in its integrity ! 

He is foredoomed — and shall, then, her eyes 
see 
Him drooping in the wretchedness of death ? 

" God, wilt thou inflict such agony ? " 
She moans — ay, though she may seem calm, beneath 
Unrest devours her heart, and catches at her breath, 

XLVI. 

As Bothnet speaks ; for when she heard that 
voice 
Even now, it spake to her in tenderness ; 
And oh, how changed ! —but she has made the choice, 
And she it is must bear the bitterness ! 
And she does bear it ! Heaven ! can love 
suppress 
Itself like this? is this a woman's heart? 

Determination crushing down distress, 
And tears dried up in passion ere they start — 
Ah, woman ! Nature yields in thee, at least, to art. 

XLvn. 

Calm self-possession — oh, what hell on earth ! — 
Sits placidly upon her countenance ; 

And though ye fathom them, a seeming dearth 
Of love pervades her eyes, while the expanse 
Of her fair forehead gives not utterance 

To aught of grief. Thus woman, loving still, 
Can all disguise the truth, and fling a trance 

Of falseness o'er her features, though she thrill 
With anguishment within — such is her pride of will. 



I 
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XLYm. 

But through the pillared vastness of the pile 

A voice, half moumful, half triumphant flows ; 

And boding strangely in her heart, the while 
She strives to ^Tap her features in repose, 
And cast a blind athwart her world oi woes, 

Linda devours his words with greediness, — 

Now pale as death, now flushed as is the rose, 

Spite all her guise ; — most fair in her distress !— 
For grief completes the heaven of woman's loveliness. 

xux. 

An anguish — ^but an anguish all suppressed, 
A silent grief — is brooding on her cheek ; 

And quavers in the tumult of her breast 
A voice of pity — but, alas, too weak 
'Gainst the proud heart that will not let it speak. 

Upon her lips a melting woe, restrained 
Determinedly, trembles ; and so meek 

She is amid composure wholly feigned. 
One reads not now what storm is in her soul contained. 



But wiU she listen ever to the truth 

Outpoured from a full heart, and not believe ? 
Dissemble all her gentler woman's ruth. 

Look coldly on, and let her /ace deceive 

What feeling is within ? Shall she thus weave 
A net of falsehood round her heart, and lie. 

And seem, though wrecked in sorrow, not to 
grieve, 
But rather to have joy her love must die, • 
Because she deems its death the life of liberty ? 
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LI. 

Is there alone no yielding in her breast ? 

Is she alone untouched, and does no tear 
Chase hotly down her cheeks, when unsuppressed 

Is grief in stronger spirits ? Can she hear 

Unmoved, when men, cold hearts that use to 
jeer, 
Compassionate with one that loved her well ? 

Ah, no ! remorse at length begins to sear 
Her fevered life in flames she cannot quell, 
And all her heart is pierced^ and powerless to rebel. 

Ln. 

Her eyes melt forth in hasty tears of love ; 

A thrilling pity tingles through her veins : 
As when with gathering might the breezes rove 
Sharply, foretelling storm, the river-canes 
Tremble ; while harbingers of fiercer rains^ 
Big drops, slid suddenly from lowering cloud, 

Fall earthward, and huge arms the forest 
strains • 
Distressingly, until the tempest loud 
Breaks thundering o'er the scene, and prostrate aU is 
bowed : 

un. 

Such trembling is it steals through Linda's soul. 
Sure herald of the storm about to break 

O'er her dashed life — all powerless to control 
The grievous tumult that must overtake 
Her weeping woman's helplessness, and make 

The bleeding beauty of her drooping form 

A desolate wreck. Ye see her spirit shake 

Even now in silent anguish, whilst the warm. 
Wild, fearful heart shudders before the coming storm. 
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LTV. 

Around her dashes through the minds of men 
Perception, in its eloquent truth all-wise, 

Besistless, unimpeachable, and plain ; 

Uprooting from their hearts whatever lies 
Linger corroding, treasured mockeries, 

And whatsoever things are wisdomless, 

And void of virtue, or but clad in g^se 

Of specious virtue, really virtueless, 
And inessential show, replete with nothingness. 

LV. 

As Bothnet speaks a furrowed shame contracts 

BemorseM brows, and calmer feelings flood 
On hearts that lately were but cataracts 

And evil currents for impetuous blood. 

Upon the hearts of men a wiser mood 
Steals, whispering of the good beseechingly ; 

It is the influence of the Spirit of Good, 
All-searching as the waves that All the sea. 
That stirs the hearts of men, exhorting silently. 

LVI. 

And Linda is not all inflexible — 

Not calm, and callous, and unkind as ever ; 
Her heart's deep love no longer can rebel : 

Behold the pallor of her brow, the quiver » 
Of her parched lip, and from those eyes the 
river 
Of her affections flowing fast in tears, 

Burst through their gates of adamant, as if 
never 
To be restrained, exhaustless as the fears 
Bampant in her faint heart, grief-broken as she hears. 
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Lvn. 

The flint of naiiure has been riven : the rock 
Of self-assumed exaltedness at last 

Is swallowed up in ruin, and the shock 
Of feeling upon feeling clashes fast 
In the wild heart ; resistance all is past, 

And nothing now remains her but to yield ; 
And in the furnace of its grief aghast-— 

GWef more intense because so long concealed — 
Eemorse like fire pursues the heart love will not shield. 

Lvin. 

When the heart has deceived, but can no more, 
How crushing is the truth, and all restored 

Precipitately that was hid before ! 

When in its own deceit the heart is gored, 
Reflectionless, by the uplifted sword 

Of its long-stifled feeling, risen now. 

Like a crushed slave, against its tyrant lord : 

And vain that heart shall strive to stay such blow, 
Or balm the wound when once the blood begins to 
flow. 

LIX. 

Can Linda balm her heart ? will Rothnet be 

Kind, as he was, when scorned so coldly ? Fill, 
Sweet eyes, with tears, and drown ye in a sea 
. Of grief-sprung waters this heart-crushing ill. 
It seems, alas 1 that she may never thrill 
Again at touch of joy, or feel the breath 

Of love ; but living loveless, moulder still, 
Par worse than earthly sepulchre, beneath 
The overwhelming tomb of this most living death. 



128 BOTHNST AND UNDA. 



LX. 



To weep — to dash away the starting tear 

With petulous hand — to fling the tresses o'er 

The restless neck^-to yield to Heaven — and hear 
A lover's words on earth — are all, and more 
Than can be now, her portion. Grief before 

"Was cold, too cold, and hard, indeed, to bear — 
Yet lighter was it while the spirit bore ; 

But grief has broken into sharp despair — 
Yielded to love — alas ! to love it cannot share ; 



LXL 

Till, desperate, her heart reproaches Heaven, 

Bevelling in thought she cannot all repel ; 
"Yield to my God ! what mercy has God given 

Unto my heart, now drunken to rebel ? 

Yield unto Heaven I but now, alas, the knell 
Of disobedience stuns my heart, and says, 

* Yield not to Heaven ! obedience is not well ! 
Be disobedient — spurn Heaven's hard decrees ! 
Love — Heaven — the true — ^the good — ^thou must fare- 
well to these ! ' 

Lxn. 

" No longer can I live in that hot pain 

His words inflict upon me ! Can he know 
How all he speaks bres^ blasting on my brain ? 
Is he insensible to a woman's woe ? 
Can he behold these tears unheeded flow ? 
Bothnet — ^but I must not speak to thee ; 

For love, alas, is desecrated now, 
And nothing is, my God, that ought to be ! 
a alighted grave^only a gzave for me £ " 
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Lxm. 

Thus in the passion of her heart all wild, — . 

For long was rent the impetuous geyser-spring 
Of her subdued love, — even as a child, 

Chilled in its love in beauty's passionate spring, 

When the heart bleeds, and every hope takes 
wing,— 
She rushes forth beneath the blue of heaven : 

woman — thou that art the loveliest thing 
Of earth ! why unto thee is sorrow given ? 
Why art thou made so fair if only to be riven ? 

Lxrv. 

How thou dost slave unto the Fiend Distress, 
And oft, in thy most foolish nature mad, 

Appear most loveless in thy loveliness. 

Till even thy beauty makes the spirit sad : 
And what on earth, save thee, should soothe 
and glad 

The sorrowing heart? Oh, then, that woman were 
An angel altogether, and so had 

Some charm from Heaven to keep her nature fair — 
But life is life — and as it is, so we must bear : 

LXV. 

Must bear — can Linda bear ? speak I must hear ? 

Speaking is easy, but to bear — thou 
That rulest Heaven — thou that hearest prayer ! 

Canst thou behold with ujirelaxing brow 

The heart that cannot bear ? or wilt thou boW| 
Chastening it to forgive, since it forsakes — 

What worth are future mercies ? mer«y now 
Is worth a thousand ; for what profit makes 
Future forgiveness, if meanwhile the spirit breaks ? 

K 



i 
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LXVI. 

What mere endeavour — what futility 

It is for Linda in her grief to seek 
Relief in aught save Eothnet. Heedlessly 

Though all the words his Hps impassioned 
speak, 

Eapt only in one mighty plan, will wreak, 
Like sharpest swords, unmitigated flow 

Of pain within her spirit, waxing weak 
And weaker — yet she thinks it better so, 
To be with him — though being thus is deeper woe* 

LXVII. 

With wildness she had left him, and with wildness, 
With wildness and with weeping, yet subdued, 

More hidden in the grace of outer mildness, 
Again she seeks him, in an altered mood: 
Yet, as it were, not calmer ; for her blood 

Leaps more within because it has no vent — 
Save only in an intermittent flood 

Of tears, which drying but the more cement 
The fabric of the grief wherein her soul is pent. 

Lxvni, 

Heaven is not bright for her ! the sun is dim 
And desolate of glory, and the green 

Fair earth to her is loveless, for in him 

Concenters all her soul, all it has been, 
And all it may be — that the sweetest scene 

Of earthly beauty charms not : the soft breeze — 
The liquid azure of the far serene 

Of lake — or mount — or rill — can such things please 
Her vision ? unto her there is no charm in these ; 
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Lxnc. 



No charm can be in aught away from him ; 

All must be wilderness where he is not — 
And all is wilderness ; the fiery swim 

Within her eyes declares it, and the hot, 

Bed-passioned flushing on her forehead 
wrought ; 
And her deep brain, made dizzy by the fire 

Of an undying, self-consuming thought — 
All speak the anguish of her love's desire, 
Predestinate to bleed, but never to expire. 

LXX. 

Apart from Eothnet her heart seems to break ; 

And grief with him was more than she could 
bear; 
Yet grief unbearable, with him, must make 
A dash of joy incorporate with despair ! 
Though now no more her faithless lips can dare 
Speak imto him — even thus, unloved, unknown, 
Better in silence breathe her heart's deep 
prayer 
Unheard, if in his presence, where alone 
Some portion of his joy at least can seem her own. 

LXXI. 

And then, again, she thinks she cannot meet 
His first reproving glance upon her face ; 

She fears some fierceness of his eyes will beat 
Upon her harrowed soul, loveless and base, 
And now, alas, unworthy of a place 

In his sublime affections. Could those eyes 
Look tenderly upon her, and efface 

All shame with love's pure beam, and bid her rise 
To share with him again bliss more than Paradise ? 
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LXXII. 

Such Lopes aro far too heavenly — but even still, 

May she not feel liis presence, and behold ? 
May she not list, and foel his language thrill 

Her longing spirit with delight untold ? 

May sho not listen while his words are rolled 
Througli echoing aisles amid the speechless throng, 

And fancying angels touch their harps of gold 
Divine, and flashes of celestial song 
Glow from seraphic choirs, and dash th6 aisles along, 

Lxxni. 

Drown all in one intensified delight, 

Flooding past sorrow in the joy that is ? 
Such sportive visions break on Linda's sight, 

And dazzling mock her with illusive bhss. 

Oh, liow love doats upon insanities — 
Feeds upon dainty nothings — and makes light 

The very burthen of its agonies 
By some wild hope or other I Thus a bright 
Deliriousness of thought fills Linda with delight, 

LXXIV. 

As gliding silently through those high halls, 

Fast by the listening throng, she courts the 
gloom 
Pouring serenely from the Gothic walls, 

And screens herself behind a sculptured tomb 
Of the reposing dead, but where the illume 
[;^ Of sunshine from the oriels of the West 
f j?;' ' In part discloses liothnet : the pale bloom 

Of fainting love lies wearily at rest 
Upon her face, in thought's most voiceless languor 
dressed ; 
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LXXV. 

Her soul seems to be flowing through her eyes, 

So smoothly bright in one all-liquid brown, 
That changes not — that flashes not — but lies 

Most placidly, intent on him alone ; 

Her tresses, delicately wild, are strown 
Around her neck, and o'er the breast below, 

Where still the heart, though rent by grief, 
beats on, — 
Where love's full fountains, overcharged with woe, 
Bear on the fainting life, and dash it as they go ! 

LXXVI. 

But even the void of outward calm is snapt, 

Surrendered to the unreposing flood 
Of anguishment within, and she is rapt 

By tlie fierce torrent of her boiling blood 

Swiftly into a deep disquietude 
Of spirit : starting wild, with clenched teeth, 

The gaze of her excited soul is glued 
On Eothnet speakipg, and her prisoned breath 
Presses with trembling forth more terrible than death. 

Lxxvn. 

Eagerly she leans forward, with one arm 

Flung gi'asping round her neck, the other bent 
Eigidly down by her inflexible form — 

With hand compressed — with foot advanced — 
intent 

On Eothnet, motionless as adamant. 
Te might believe to some cold statua 

The breath of life had been divinely lent, 
And animated the inanimate clay 
As through ouch yielding limb it forced imperious way. 
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LXXVin. 

Ecpmest, unseen — in the deep spirit broken — 
Inwardly passionate, she lingers there, 

Silently sorrowing — but there is no token 

Of love's forgiveness in his words for her : 
Then giving herself wholly to despair, 

But unobserved through grief of those around, 
She rushes forth in blindness, wheresoever 

Madness may bear her, altogether bound 
Lii torment such alone as in scorned love is found. 




Under the blazing sun — the heaven above 

As fair and calm as heaven alone can be— 

She revels, conscious only of her love. 

Smote by remembrance of its perfidy : 
It is a piteous sight for those that see 

Her tears — the wild tears of a breaking heart 
Of love ! sorrow, who weeps not for thee ? 

Who with a kindred sorrow does not start, 
Feeling in thy deep wound some sympathetic part ? 

LXXX. 

For broken love can earth afford a balm ? 

Can Heaven relieve it? Heaven is just and 
high, 
And teems with mercy : earth is fair and calm : — 
What profit these ? the broken heart must die. 
And how should peevish mortals wrangle why ? 
Far better thus — for human hearts to feel, 

Though feeling be the tomb where they must 
lie; 
Though tender sense be sacrificed to steel — 
weH no heart can grieve, despise grief, and conceal ! 
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LXXXI. 

Better to perish with a bleeding heaxt, 
Than stubbornly and coldly linger on, 

Not living, but an elementeil part 

Of void inanimation, like the stone 
Whose bloodless apathy reflects thine own ! 

Does not the heart impetuously exclaim, 
" Better to die, than living, live alone ; 

Better to die than only live in name, 
As though mere breathing breath and life were all 
the same." 

Lxxxn. 

But oh, how often does love separate 

The lives of those whose hearts are still united ! 
What poison is it fouls the human state, 

And makes us fancy our true passion slighted, 

Till all the blossom of pure love is blighted ? 
Shall feeling echo feeling, life to life 

Leap forth, and yet love seem all unrequited ? 
And circumstance, like an uplifted knife, 
Make inward harmony of soul an outward strife ? 

LXXXIII. 

Why thus should Linda sorrow ? man is wrought 
Of tender stuff, and softens at a tear 

To the wide waters of compassionate thought, 

As fathomless as heaven's unfathomed sphere : 
'Tis but a groundless grief makes Linda fear 

Rothnet, and vex her heart ; as well complain 
That Heaven above her is all insincere, 

As murmur that her lovo for him is vain. 
And rave that she can ne'er behold his face again. 



I 
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Lxxxrv. 
So near in thought — and yet so far apart ! 

So separated — yet so closely knit 
In love I oh, what a martyr is the heart, 

Whose delicate nature, for the earth unfit, 
Offspring of Heaven, finds life too harsh for it ! 
But does not love immortally endure, 

Changeless, in Heaven ? why, then, should 
earth's love flit 
Like dreams before us, formless and unsure. 
Unworthy love's high name, since it knows not the 
pure, 

LXXXV. 

Holy eternity of heavenly love ? 

Must Heaven exist alone in Heaven? Shall 
man 
Have no affinity vrith saints above. 

But drivel onward, wearing out a span 
Of life indeed, but on a lower plan 
Than that wherein the habitants of Heaven 

Delight existing ? But such words are vain — 
Heart-falseness for some purpose may be given : 
Relief but balms the heart from whence joy has been 
driven. 

LXXXVI. 

Many there are that only grieve for this, 

Blest if they knew it — whose grief is but bom 
That it may ripen into future bliss, 

And balm the scratchings of its early thorn : 
Happiest those whose hearts have been most 
torn, 
Perchance ; for in that multitude of woes 

Wherein they laboured, which once made them 
mourn. 
Shall they find joy ; for Heaven's love overflows 
In mercy ; and imrest must find at length repose. 
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Lxxxvn. 



The plain is peopled now whereon she roams, 
And thousands pass artmnd her to and fro ; 

And glowing visions rise of distant homes 

In hearts that burned a few short hours ago 
To rush impetuously upon the foe ! 

For Linda's sorrow many eyes are wet — 

But what of these ? she heeds them not ; the 
glow* 

Of love insatiate runs through her yet, 
And one pale face her weeping eyes will not forget. 

LXXXVlil. 

What though the thousands in compassion weep, 
Striving to calm her womanly despair ? 

Such comfort is too shallow : giief is deep : 
O ye well-meaning fools, how can ye dare 
Talk unto her of comfort ? what a glare 

Of miserable words your comfort seems ; 
Talk unto her of comfort ! empty air. 

And flimsy as the structure of your dreams 
When all the brain runs wild in the moon's watery 
beams. 

LXXXIX. 

One thing she thirsts for : ye are fools indeed 
To offer pity ! His but as a sword 

Whose unkind sharpness makes her spirit bleed : 
There is a sickness in the vfery word 
Pity ; scorn were more kind : can t/e afford 

Relief to her, and balm what love has rent? 
Can aught avail till Eothnet be restored ? 

Love asks for love, and though the firmament 
Be given it, without love it will not be content. 
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XG. 

To her wild heart pity but adds to pain : 

She wanders onward raving of her fate, 
'* I shall not look upon his face again — 

I dare not — I am wholly desolate ! 

life ! this intolerable weight 
Of leaden breath ! have I not to strive, 

To strive, my God, against this awful state ? 
Po I not strive to bear tlie life I Hve ? 
Why do I breathe, God ? he never can forgive ! 

xci. 

" Forgiveness ! angelic excellence ! 

Forgiveness — ^can I ever be forgiven ? 
Forgiveness — forgiveness ! glorious sense 

Of all that is sublime and good in Heaven ! 
But can it be for me ? no : 1 am driven 
Back into desperation, and the thought 

Of all this wondrous eestacy is riven — 
Denied to me — then wherefore have I sought 
To soothe my soul with dreams, scattered as soou as 
wrought — 

XCII. 

Can he forgive me ? " — ^but her voice is hushed 

Most suddenly, and on her pallid cheek 
The last tear quivers ; then her brow is flushed 
With ever heightening crimson, streak on 

streak. 
Like ailtumn sunset, when wild clouds lie meek 
In the red sunshine of the dying day. 

And all is still : no longer can she speak : 
The passion of her words has ebbed away, 
And she is mute in love more deep than tongue C€tn 
say. 



EOTHNET AND LINDA. 189 

xoni. 

Whose is that form before her — that pale form 
Whose look is more than Heaven to her 
delight ? 

How the quick life-blood rushes w^ild and warm 
Into those panting hearts, as sight and sight, 
And soul and soul, in passioned love unite ! 

Do not those eyes forgive her ? if there be 

Truth within eyes, if there be truth in light — 

If love be in the soul we cannot see — 
Forgiveness from those eyes flows true and lovingly. 

xorv. 

Resistless is her first impulse of soul ; 

And though at first a sort of demon pride, 
A haughtiness of spirit, tingling stole 

Into her veins ; love could not ever hide 

The love it felt, and leave that love denied : 
Had he appeared in less divine a mood, — 

So can a woman's love be crucified, — 
Even at that moment, in a heat of blood, 
She half had turned again, and scorned him as ho 
stood ; 

xcv. 

Though love's upbraiding fire had burnt her breast : 
But all the bitter bubble of deceit 

Breaks into love as on that face expressed 

She reads forgiveness : yet, as her eyes meet 
Instinctively with his in the unknown sweet 

Of that forgiveness ; as intent she hears 

H!is words of love ; she feels new sorrow beat 

Into her heart, and sobs a thousand fears 
Why he cannot forgive, and drowns her eyes in tears : 



k 
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XOVI. 

She feels how she has wronged him, and though even 

Assured he now forgives her, womanly 
Is half afraid, half shamed to be forgiven : 

" Rothnet, thou canst never pardon me ! 

Too dark is my offence ; though tenderly 
Thou dost behold me, am I not too base 

To be forgiven ? too base — it cannot be ! 
I scarcely dare to look upon thy face. 
So deeply feels my soul the blot of its disgrace." 

XCVII. 

He cannot answer her, but fondly lays 

Her head upon his breast, and through her eyes 
Looks his forgiveness, in that deep, mute gaze 

Which to the heart, far more than speech 
replies : 

Satiety of joy, as thus she lies 
Beneath his vision, floods her countenance ; 

Words falter on her lips, but swamped in sighs, 
Steeped in the languor of that speechless trance 
Of love, her soul o'erpowered denies them utterance. 

xcvni. 

And now, as once again her soft eyes swim 

With weeping, and as he beholds her therOi 
Musing on all she must have borne for him, 
And knowing all that he has borne for her, 
He feels within him a reproachful stir 
Of thought rise, and her woe, when his imblest 
Aud cruel words had made her sufferer, 
•^ Chiding himself ; whilst all her face is dressed 
In the delighted calm of her long sought for rest. 
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XCIX. 

" thou, my life, for whom alone I live, 

Ask not forgiveness ; rather I of thee 
Should ask forgiveness ; do thou forgive ! 
Forgive me, Linda, till again there be 
Heavenly love alone 'twixt thee and me ; 
Let all things be as they have been before ; 

Look thou upon, Linda, till I see 
Whether thou dost forgive me, and restore 
The love was ours of old — not Heaven itself were 



more! 



c. 



" my sweet angel, if thou didst but know 

WJiat I have suffered, tlien I might atone 
With that deep suffering for the deeper woe 

That must, my love, that must have been 

thine own : 
Far lighter was my sorrow, borne alone ; 
But thine with thousands — G-od, thus to bear ! 

I might have paused if I had not been stone ; 
I knew — ^I must have known — thy secret prayer : 
And why, then, did my heart not break in its despair ? 

CI. 

" Not break to think thy youthful hope deceived? 
A heartless thing, indeed, has been thy lot — 
To be beloved, and yet to be bereaved — 
To be remembered, still to be forgot ! 
But I had not forgotten thee, and what 
Appeared in me to be forgetfulness. 

Was oh, such sharp remembrance ! I could not 
Drive from my mind thine utter wretchedness, 
And though I could not speak, I did not love thee 
less — 
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CVllI. 

"jSome folly was it seized upon my brain, 

And made me all unloved and desolate ; 
But still I loved thee — and I knew how vain 
And reasonless I was assuming hate ; 
I loved thee Rothnet still — and the wild state 
To which I was abandoned, thinking thee 

The foe of freedom, tongue can ne'er relate : 
Bu now I feel as thou dost, and I see, 
In. all, through all, how true thou art to liberty. 



cix. 

" Had I been faithful I conld ne'er have known 
Thee altogether, liotlmot, as I do : 
I ne'er had felt thee half so much my own, 

Had I not doubted — and still found thee true." 
But why in this cold verse do I renew 
Words past relation, as though love were cold ? 

I should not fail thus, if I only knew 
The secret power of poesy, and rolled 
Forth language in a type worthy the bards of old. 



ex. 

Imagination has more power than rhyme ; 

And therefore he that feels his ardour fled, 
(What spark he had) and knows he cannot dimb, 

Rather than fall, will leaves his verse unsaid. 

And now the shadows of the night are spread 
Over the mountains — over earth, and main, 

Save only where the sunken sun gleams dead ; 
And silent rest the hosts upon the plain .; 
So for a season let the darkness hush my strain. 
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CANTO VI. 
I. 

On the horizon arrowy veins are driven 

Upward and through the gloom, and slowly 
then 

The sun uprising in the yellow heaven, 

Looks o'er the lands from his far eastern ken, 
And sheds the majesty of light on men : 

The stem realities of morning break 

The vision-life of slumber, and again 

The hearts and hopes of thousands are awake 
To live and utilize what life the day shall make. 

II. 

What sad and diifferent morn it would have been, 
Had Heaven remained unkind, and light awoke 

The stillness of the slumbering night serene 

To strifes of men, and the broad sun-glare broke 
On arms that shivered 'neath the battife-stroke— 

Had these fair breezes heavily unfurled 

Freedom's impurpled flag, while, from the smoke 

Circling around it, cannon madly hurled 
Volleys of death enough to shake a prostrate world ! 

L 
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ni. 

But on tlie plain where'er the gaze may light, 
No scene like this revoltingly is scanned ; 

Far other aspect is it meets the sight 

As roves the eye along the joyous land. 
Where rival hosts of yesterday expand 

Unitedly, and not in the array 

Of marshalled troops, awaiting a command 

For systematic murder, to display 
Boldly to God and man the zeal wilii which they slay. 

rv. 

The champion army of the Throne has met 
The rebel host — but in no wildered scene 

Of death and battle, where the blood flows wet, 
Discolouring, amid the mangled green 
Of an affrighted nature, and the sheen 

Of blazoned arms flares with the sun's fierce ray 
Upon the dying, whose faint eyes would soreen 

The unwelcome brightness of the scorching day, 
And feel again the cold, though kinder touch of day. 



V. 

Amid no scene like this — and the glad verse 
Is spared description of so dark a sight ; 

Earth wears a fairer aspect, and the curse 

Of human slaughter falls not like a blight 
Upon these pages withering as I write : 

But ill does such tautology beseem 

Me, (both here and elsewhere) and thus to 
alight 

On deeds of bloodshed that are only dream, 
When the realities of peace should be my theme. 
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VI. 

One name is topmost upon every tongue — 

The name of Eothnet. — But all earthly power 

Of poesy must fail, and leave unsung 

The loftiness of that triumphant hour : 
Rhyme's boldest flight presumeth not to tower 

To the calm 5eaven of peace, but gazes mute 
On its simplicity, unskilled to soar 

Through the sublime, not daring to pollute 
With frfulty, and forced art, and flight irresolute. 



vn. 

Such theme the calm flow of an epic pen 

Not aH disgraces ; rhyme is all too cold ; 

Would I were calm amid the throngs of men, 
As Homer in the simple days of old. 
And could with some small majesty unfold 

Warriors — whose only strife is peace and love : 
I have no art to tell what I behold — 

No grace of words — no fitting power to prove 
The glory I but name — the scenes wherein I move. 



vni. 

But who would hesitate when once begun, 

Crushing his verse because it will not trace 
In its due brightness each succeeding sun 

That beams upon the earth with radiant face ? 

Because his narrow rhymes will not embrace 
Their magnitude of subject, and because 

For glorious peace he has no fitting place ? 

Though all the grandeur of his subject awes, ' 

Even fearing to advance, he cannot wholly pause. 
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IX. 

Suns liave axisen and set since Eothnet spoke. 

And the vast armament is scattered far ; 
And peace engrosses those that wore the yoke, 

And flashed the swords, and spurred the steeds 
of war : 

The ploughshare turns where late the battle-car 
Moved devastating o'er the beaten sod ; 

And as the peasant views the evening star 
Beam peacefully on fields where armies trod, 
Exultingly he feels his heart leap to its GK>d. 



X. 

And through the populous cities, street by street, 
Is heard the carolling voice of childhood's mirth, 

Where erewhile, save alone the ringing beat 

Of clattering war-horse, all was silent dearth, 
Or grief's hot tears : the times have given birth 

To a new vista, and a higher plan 

Of being rules and animates the eeaiih ; 

And amid mortal multitudes ye scan 
Peace only, that sublimest government of man. 



XI. 

To Rothnet and to Linda sweeter far 

Around the old abbey every scene is grown, 

Since in the counsels of imruly war. 

When o'er the plain the host was madly strewn, 
The wiser voice of peace prevailed alone : 

A dear remembrance hallows every spot, 

Made dearer now, a thousand times their own 

In love that is reality, and not 
Mere transitory dream to wake and be forgot. 
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xn. 



The hill where he had shed perfidiouisj blood — 
The mountains where lie wandered in his woe- 

The winding glen — the rocks whereon he stood 
With iJie wild ocean tumulting below, 
White-capped with surges as of drifted snow- 

And all the varied scenes wherein he moved — 
In his new gladness Bothnet loves to show ; 

And roves with Linda where he once had roved 
In heaviness of soul — lone — ^passionate — unloved. 



xin. 

Such things delight ; and then to wind again 

Along the vale to the majestic pile 
Where a wild mob of undisceming men 

Had warring burst through each dishonoured 
aisle, 

Now robed in quiet grandeur ; and awhile 
To linger silent on flie gladful scene : 

Then forth to issue, in the day's bright smile. 
Amid a nature blooming fair and green, 
Musing on battle-fields and blood that might have been. 



XIV. 

Fair is the heaven, and all on earth is fair ; 

Above, below, in heaven, and earth, and sea, 
Life lives along serenely, and the air — 

Even as the breath of Paradise might be — 

Stirs only in the calm of majesty : 
By the smooth stream the woodland waves in pride 

Of foliage : from the mountains placidly 
Snow glances on the eyesight, and the tide 
Of the fair ocean blue rolls, tipped with* foam, beside. 
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XV. 

Cold change it is to turn from scenes like these 

To the few scenes that are not peace, among 
The depths of those rude rocky fastnesses : 

To evil spirits evil still has clung ; 

And from the mountains many a slanderous 
tongue 
Pours forth invective and malignant hate, 

Cursing the right because itself is wrong ; 
Children of blood, and traitors to the state, 
Bound to a man in one fierce recklessness of fate. 



XVI. 

They have a God — and vengeance is his creed — 

Vengeance on Rothnet ; and no frenzied priest, 
Moslem or Buddhist, ever fired such greed 

Of bloodshed through the zealots of the east. 

As at the scent of prey, the ravenous beast 
Chafes, in its depth of brute disquietude, 

Insatiate, to glutton on the feast ; 
So at the sight of Rothnet, unsubdued 
Passions inflame their hearts, athirst to drink his blood. 

XVII. 

Overlooking far along the ocean-wave. 

High in a shelving mountain jutting west 

Into the deep, a labyrinthine cave 

Runs in the rock. Upon the lefb, the breast 
Of the clear sea lies open ; but a vest 

Of rock, upon the right, clothes here and there 
The sounding waters, only half expressed : 

In front the boulders of the mountain bare 
Their heads amid the blue — a scene full wild and fair. 
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xvni. 

Southward, where the broadmountainfeelsthewave, 
A shelf of rock rejects the ebbing tide, 

Uncovered ; but the rising waters lave 

Along its polished surface as they slide 
On to the shore. A strait ascent is spied, 

Half wrought by nature, half by art uncouth. 

Winding fix)m hence the rugged mountain side 

Up to the dizzy cavern, at whose mouth 
Twin precipices yawn surveying north and south. 



XIX. 

Across the southern bay an opening glen 

Caved amid towering mountain, greets the eye ; 

And thitherward the rancorous scum of men, 
Daj'-prisoned in the cave, are wont to ply 
The muffled oar beneath the midnight sky. 

The royal vessels cruise along the deep ; 
Daylight is irksome to conspiracy ; 

And so these sons of treason darkly creep 
Over the waves when night has bound the world in 
sleep. 



Calm waters rolling in the silent night 

On creek, and cove, and bay, reflect the beam 

Of countless stars in heaven. A yellow light, 

Yet pale, from out the moon, reveals the stream 
Of ocean oi^ the horizon, while a gleam 

Of fiercer light from Mars, high in the west. 

Points on the headland, where the waters teem 

On rock and cavern more devoid of rest, 
Losing in them what ocean- calnmess they possessed. 
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On the low shelf of rock beneath the cave 

The boats lie anchored : here and there between 

Bathes the fair starlight in the shallow wave : 
Here overshadowed is the moon unseen 
Behind tha mountain ; but a brighter sheen 

Of light in the mid bay defines the shade. — 
When nature is discovered thus serene, 

Thus gladly fair, the soul is half afraid 
To turn to the wild scenes by reckless moiiials made. 

xxn. 

Fierce in the cave the outlawed rebel chief 
Stalks, like a lordly lion in his den, — 

Not fawning now, as when in vain belief 
Of finding mercy, but erect 'mid men, 
Compatriots, fellow-murderers, again 

Free, and not slaves as on that hatefid day — 
Free — though their only freedom is the glen. 

The mountain wild, the cavern, and the bay ; 
Free — though these scarce afford scope wide enough to 
slay. 

xzni. 

Dim gleams of flickering torches fill the place 
With melancholy light, and half illume 

These weird and intricate windings where ye trace 
Outlines of shadowy figures in the gloom 
Moving, like phantoms of the realms of doomi 

Hither and thither tremblingly, as though 

Startled, and but now wakened from the tomb : 

Some few glide noiseless on the beetling cliff, 

d others tread below and man the mufiled skiffl 
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XXIV. 

Then througli the cavern rings the chieftain's voice : 
** Ye that have nobly chosen to be free, 

And not succumbed to an unworthy choice 

Of life, with wealth, and godless slavery — 
Ye high-born sons of mountain liberty ! 

This night ye shall achieve a glorious deed, 

Most glorious, and immortal, which shall be 

Echoed through ages, as your children read 
The histories of men whose lives were lives indeed. 

XXV. 

'* Have ye a foe, my brethren ? do ye hate ? 

Lives there a man whose blood ye wish to shed ? 
Or does the passion of my words create 

No fellow passion ? have I vainly said ? 
No ! such one lives — and would that he were 
dead — 
And yet not so, for then toe had not slain ; 

Yes, such one lives — until his blood be red 
Upon these rocks below, and mingling stain 
The ocean- wave — no ! Heaven, I do not speak in vain. 

XXVI. 

" Before two suns have dipped in yonder wave 
It shall be so. But wherefore thus delay ? 
Who brought me tidings of the paltry slave ? '' 
Two thin clad peasants tremblingly survey 
The excited chieftain: "Take them — and 
away ! *' 
He cries impatiently, nor waits reply : 

'* To-morrow eve they will re-cross the bay ; 
And not they only ; ye G-ods ! and by 
That vengeance I have sworn — he shall die daintily ! " 
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xxvn. 

The boats have crossed, and mute is all the bay. 
Save the mild music of the southern breeze 
Upon the moon-lit waters, and the spray 

Chattering amid the rocks — and mixed with 

these 
The murmurings of a million melodies 
From the eternal mountains. Then the light 

Of moon and stars is hidden, and the seas 
Heave in a misty darkness, till the night 
Feels the warm sun and melts in morning's young 
delight. 

xrvm. 

Peace rules the land save this lone mountain spot ; 
And here the rank and galling seeds of hate 

Have grown into the hearts of men, and wrought 
The tangled web of an embittered^ fate, 
Blighting all hope, and rendering desperate 

Their blinded actions — death and life the same- 
Yea, death preferred to life, if it but sate 

A bloody vengeance, though it heap their name 
With tombing centuries of imperishable shame. 

zxix. 

And can such godless vengeance be achieved, 
And one small band of disaffected men 

Beguile a nation ? — Have ye not perceived 

When tempest rages on the heaving main. 
And all is night and cloud upon the plain 

Of unreposing waters, how one ray 

Of light will break the deep and dread inane 

Of darkess, and pour down the azure day 
Upon the settling deep, and melt the storm away ? 
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And yet — so nature fashions it awhile — 

Some landlocked bay, o'erhung by mountain 
height, 
Eiots and roars, and though far ocean smile 
In the serenity of heavenly light, 
Darkles yet on in the hoar rage of night, 
And hurls destruction wheresoever it raves : 

Swoln billows onward rolling wild with might, 
Sweep the proud boulders into boiling graves, 
And clouds stoop down from heaven, and mingle 
with the waves. 

XXXI. 

So dense the watery conflict, and so fierce 
The elements let loose in war array. 

The outer brightness strives in vain to pierce 
The cloudy tumult prisoned in the bay : 
Thus clingingly the tempest holds its sway, 

And with a last huge burst of strength sublime 
Tears, like a shell, some mountain cliff away : 

Then rest the waves ; the clouds exhausted climb 
Into the blue, and roll far on the realms of time. 

xxxn. 

Is it not often thus ? and shall a clique 
Of isolated men in their last gust 

Of wanton fury echo nature's freak, 

And really impotent, still throw the dust 
Of sorrow on the triumph of the just ? 

Shall the world groan in one unsparing woe ? 
The good still suffer with the evil ? must 

One common curse blast all alike, and no 
Reward awaken men, and prove that worth w so ? — 



«i 
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xxxni. 

'Tls night again ; but on the hissing sea 

No moon looks forth her light ; no clustering 
swarm 
Of stars, deep-set in heaven's immensity, 

Sparkles on mortal vision : thick ancj warm. 
Floats on the cumbrous wind; and yet no 
storm 
Roars from the misty mountains : everywhere 
Is darkness ; and there is no definite form 
In anything ; but all is as a bare 
Expanse of blaickened world and desolated air. 

XXXIV. 

On such a night as this yo could not find 

Landing upon this lonely mountain spot : 

So sullen is the water, and so blind 
The darkness, that yon boat, a dot 
Hovering upon the gloomy wave, gains not 

The anchorage her sailors know so well : 
In the bleak cave the rebel paces hot, 

Swears down the night a thousand times to hell, 
And marks with fretting glance the ocean's risen swell. 

XXXV. 

Then ebbs the witched tide, and more and more 
Beset and dangerous does a landing grow ; 

Now everywhere along the rocky shore 

The waters from deep clefts and inlets flow 
Back to the deep, and each wave falls below 

The former watermark ; but as thus ceaselessly 
Abate the waters, and the bleak winds blow 

Seaward, grown more precipitate and free, 

streak of dawn leaps up and flashes o'er the sea. 
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Then from his watch-tower in the headland high 
Joyful he views the bark : '* glorious Sun ! 

blessed Light ! most felicitous Sky ! 
ye immortal three that are but one, 
Arising on the work I have begun 

With your first beam — and ere the night be set 
On your last beam, ye shall behold it done ! 

vengeance sweet ! and rocks not simply wet 
With water — ^but with living agony's red sweat ! " 



xxxvn. 

A hastiness of tumult on the wave — 

A rush of footsteps up the rocky stair— 

A blustering scene — and silent is the cave : 

Fettered, and calm, is Eothnet standing there, 
And Linda weeping by him : bold eyes glare 

Unmerciful upon them with a light 

As weird and odious as the pine-torch fiare, 

That dimly streams along the cavern's night, 
And casts a livid glow upon the motley sight. 

xxxym. 

But if within such steely hearts as those 

Aught could excite compassion, would not she ? 
Though woman's joy may find a world of foes. 

Yet weep thou, woman, all will turn to thee ! 

And so when at her tears there seems to be 
A kindling pity, with assumed disdain 

The imperious chieftain rises craftily. 
Bids her be guarded forth, and casting then 
His rolling eyes athwart the expectant groups of men. 
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XXXIX. 

Speaks thus with saturated pride and scorn : 

** For judgment, brethren, we are gathered 
here, 
In this lone mount, upon this awful morn — 
This little morn that shall avenge a year ! 
For there are some even yet, thank Heaven, 
will hear 
Justice ; some few— some chosen few, that still 

Will hear the righteous cause, nor stoop to fear 
The cringing hirelings whom a tyrant*e will 
Chains down, and whom he spits on, sucking him his 
fiU 

XL. 

" Of blood, and making him a miniature 

HeU upon earth to riot in, which they 
Call Heaven to flatter him, and pure— A^ pure ! 
He, whom obsequious Vice delights to pay 
Worship, and pampered luxury to pray 
The poor man keep his place, and ever be 

iShut out from knowledge, lest it shew the way 
Of vengeance unto him, and make him see 
He has the right, and can, if he but wills, be free ; 

xu. 

'* And rend the iron of misery which kings 

Would make believe his birthright, while they 
sun 
Their hearts in joy, and blaze in surfeitings 

Of pomp, which they call pure, and pay the 

drone 
Who calls it pure too — as did he, when on 
That terse and fitting image — a pure wound !— 
He fixed, and likened unto it the Throne : 
A delicate portrait — one that doubtless found 
BLim royal favour ! and most true, for both abound 
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XLn. 

"In groanings and in blood — ^his best of lies 

That gulled the multitude in yonder fane ! 
Thou turncoat knave, thyself didst bid them rise- 
But, then, thy spirit failed thee, and thy brain 
Orrew dizzy in its fear, and turned again. 
But be ye lenient ; he was but a youth : 

A youth indeed ! but not too young to stain 
His hands with murder : lenient in sooth ! 
Ay, ay, he was so young — too young to speak the 
truth — 

xun. 

'* Too young to know that murder was a crime — 
So youthful ! ye Gods, on what a plan 
Our lives are built ! youth is indeed sublime— 
A tender cradle for the future man ! 
A murderer — ^be lenient if ye can. 
Ye righteous hearts, are ye not cruelly wrung ? 

Do not your sickening eyes refuse to scan 
A traitor-murderer in one so young, 
Dishonour to the race from whence his life is sprung ? 

XLTV. 

" Where is the ancient spirit of his sire, 

Rothnet of old ? are all his virtues fled ? 
Degenerate child ! in thee the soul and Are 
Of all thy storied ancestry is dead : 
For freedom ail in vain thy sire hath bled — 
In vain we bleed for what can never be ! 

We did believe the holy words he said, 
When at his death he swore we should be free. 
His hand upon thy head — the oath's fulfilled in thee. 
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XLV. 

" Dost thou remember how I sware thee good, 

And blessed thee with my lips ?/;now I repay 
That tender blessing in a curse of blood — 

An oath — and let Heaven witness what I say. 
And seal the oath — yes, at the judgment-day, 
If there he judgment, let Heaven seal it — pain, 

Eternal pain consume thy ghost away — 
If there he ghost when once the life is slain— 
We fling thee from this rock into the boiling main. 

XLVI. 

" There is the oath — a truce to future pain ! 

But thou believest in such things, and though 
The logic of such cursing must be vain — 
Yet let it be ; it works thee deeper woe : 
For thou believest in the shades below. 
The judgment-day — I wish thee joy of it ! 

The nethermost descent where thou shalt go ; 
The brimstone seats where writhing thou shalt sit ; 
And £dl those varied scenes with too much warmth alit! 

XLvn. 

" Dost thou believe this ? nay — thou art not mad ; 
And yet thou tremblest so ; thou must believe : 
What should it be that makes thee look so sad 
If not believing it ? why dost thou grieve ? 
Perchance, indeed, perchance, it is to leave 
This troubled world — and Linda— dost thou start ? 

It must be this. Ah ! now do I perceive 
What shakes thy spirit : oh, poor chicken-heart, 
Afraid to leave its love ! ay— ye must dwell apart ; 
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XLVIII. 

"Must dwell apart — she'll make an outlaw's wife ; 
Far better mated thus ; is she not /fair ? 
Tes ! she is fair ! — and she shall clasp the knife 
Of liberty, and breathe this buoyant air 
Amid a free-born mountain race, and share 
The princedom of their mountains ! divine 

And happy woman — what dost thou declare, 
Thou drivelling idiot ? dost thou think her thine ? 
She'U be an outlaw's wife — late Rothnet's, and then 
mine ! 

XLIX. 

*' What ! weepest thou ? 'tis womanly to weep ; 

Art thou a coward ? what is it thou dost fear ? 
Perchance 'tis Linda's weddiDg— or the deep ? 
The deep, indeed — and yet the deep is drear, 
And not to be much envied for a bier ! 
Thou*lt wander far before thou findest rest. 

Washing along these shores for many a year ; 
Unless some hole receive thee as a guest — 
Thy broken bones, forsooth — I vouch not for rest ! 



L. 

" How sweet, ye Gods, is justice — oh, how sweet ! 
If this were but revenge — ^if it were spleen — 
But it is justice, and joy is complete ! 

Compatriots, let justice be our queen : 
Know'st thou, hard-hearted sinner, what I 
mean? 
We wish to give thee justice : we would not 

Defile the pureness of this judgment-scene 
By aught that is o'erhasty, wild or hot : 
Calm justice shall be thine-r-justice without a blot— 



1*62 BOTHNET AlO) UNSA. 

LI. 

" Justice such as a murderer may hope ; 

With murder thou art charged : the Fates deny 
What thy King's justice would provide—- a rope ! 
Though ropes be wanting, murderers must die. 
For God has stationed underneath his sky 
Unnumbered means of dying. For a change — 

In lack of better execution nigh — 
We hurl thy limbs from off this rock, to range 
The ocean-tide — ^perchance the death is somewhat 
strange, 

Ln. 

" But dying is but dying after all — 

And thou art but a murderer ; the death 
Is not so hard ; the rocks will break thy fall ; 

And ere the waters choke thee, smaidi the 

breath 
From out thee —for 'tis rugged underneath ; 
The cloven waves are crowned with many a speck 

Of mingled rock — a bristling set of teeth, 
A sword full jagged — but what does it reck ? 
Whereon a murderer shall dash his bleeding neok. 



LIII. 

" What makes thee shudder, Rothnet ? do I taunt? 
I thought no taunting could make ^^ dismayed. 
Was all thy pride of speech, then, only vaunt, 
And art thou really, after all, afraid? 
Fearful of death : thy words ^ere all a shade— 
Thy victory a breath ; the Fates allow 

A reckoning — and thou art full repaid — 
Repaid ! thou scomedst once ; why scorn not now ? 
Who triumphs in our little war of words ? dost thou ? 
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LIV. 

** Yet though a victor I will treat thee fair. 
This is the hall of justice — but, indeed, 
Revenge of words is such a tempting snare, 

That justice and cold forms of law recede, — 
Unwelcome to my vision, — as I feed 
The craving of my heart on its desire ; 

And yet thou shalt have justice— and shalt 
bleed! 
Ah ! there again — what ! shall I never tire 
Of harping on thy death ? 'tis justice we require : 



LV. 

" How shall I act the judge ? I will be grave, 
And with a ligid face, a century long, 
Peer down the grandeur of this silent cave, 

As peers his lordship on a law-court throng. 
Before he gives his judgment — always wrong ! 
A judge in all but judgment I will be ; 

Wise lawyers ! — ^but we will no more prolong 
This prelude, but proceed : ('twere well to see 
Even now the prisoner will plead "Insanity.") 



LVI. 

** Of murder we arraign thee. Dost thou shun 

That murder's witness ; or canst thou behold 
A father weeping for his slaughtered son, 

With an unchanging vision, harsh and cold, 
And even in the teeth of guilt seem bold ? 
What ! weepest thou ? unfeeling heart, from whence 

Is all the torrent of this weeping rolled ? 
H[i8 heart is hard, and this a mere pretence 
Of tears, squeezed out in vain to prove his innocence. 




164 JIOTHNET AND UKDA. 

LVn. 

Waste them not so ; we understand deceit, 

And all the art of lies, and trust thee less : 
Stand forth, brave witness ! ah ! thou fear*st to meet 

The witness of the truth — dost thou oonfees ? 

Why shakest thou ? this is not craftiness ; 
Thou hast forgotten, villain, how to lie ! 

Perhaps his weeping is a real distress, 
And fearful, he is turning good to die ; 
The soul grows marvellously faint when death is nigh." 

LVin. 

The chief paused, as men oft will pause for pride : 
And then the old man sobbed forth *^ Bothnet, 
stiU 
I can but fear thee ! though love is denied— 
Beyond the passion of a father's will — 
I can but fear thee, even in this dark ill 
Which mocks the grave ! That thou should'st shed 
his blood, 
Thou, whom I loved — God that thou should'st 
kill 
My child ! but still do I believe thee good — " 
Then one leaps wildly in from the mom s solitude, 

LIX. 

Crying " To arms ! " and as he spake, all men 

Trembled ; '* Linda is fled across the wave ; 
A signal-flre lights up the excited glen, 

And the bay swarms with boats ! " Oast the 

poor slave 
Down from this height into his rocky grave ! " 
The rebel roars forth with a laugh of scorn : 

" We will not miss our vengeance though they 
rave 
Like hell around us : let the wretch be borne 
to the rock — ^fulfil the oath my lips have sworn ! " 
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LX.. 

It is a fear^l scene : the chieftain frets, 
Impatient with his mandate : secretly 

He fears hid mioion-foUowers, and sets 
His ill-shaped teeth in silent agony : 
'* Will they attempt to purcheuse liberty, 

And ransom Eothnet ? die the bitter thought ! 
Whatever be on earth — this must not be : 

Speed shall accomplish all while men are hot : 
For Eothnet let them come^and she — but find him 
not"— 

LXI. 

When Linda from the cave is roughly sent, 

And gains the cliff, a guard on either handy 

At first a stupor of bewilderment 

Comes o'er her senses, and she seems to stand 
Exalted in mid air, while sea and land 

Are mingled all around her, and then curled 
In swift and broken circles, never scanned 

More than a glance the same, but ever hurled 
Into some altered shape to mould another world : 

LXII. 

Thus is she for a time, deep lost in dream — 
How long she knows not, wholly lost to lifi 

But with a start awaking all things gleam 
Upon her troubled vision in the strife 
Wherein she left them, till her soul is rife 

With the unwelcome present. We can view 
Affliction in a dream, but when the knife 

Of sharp reality pricks coldly through 
The texture of the dream, affliction is too true : 
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LXIII. 

Beality pricks down into her sonl 

When the hallucination is o'erpast, 

And beats into her senses, till the whole 
Unkindly truth is evident at last : 
No longer stands she mute ; her words come 
fast 

And violently ; she sorrowfully prays 

The yielding guard, her eyes so sweetly glassed 

In brilliancy of tears, a thousand rays 
Of sunshine blent, to them were all a heartless blaze. 

LXIV. 

Eesistlessly she speaks : her sorrowing face 

Is such a heaven within itself, and they 
Are so absorbed in the beseeching gaze, 

To hear her speak is mutely to obey. 

They follow on where'er she leads the way — 
Down to the deep, and grasp the extended oar ; 

She takes the helm — they row across the bay : 
Hoarsely behind the ocean billows roar 
Upon the rocks — she steers towards a calmer shore. 



LXV. 

The wilding portal of the glen is gained ; 

The shallop anchored ; curious shepherd-bands 
Pour speedily around, and are constrained, 

Unconsciously, to work her fair commands. 

Zeal floods on every heart : none idle stands 
Upon that silent shore, and soon a heap 

Of fire- wood rises ; and then lighted brands 
Kindle the beacon, aud smoke-volumes leap 
oft into the sky and loom along thee deep. 
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LXVI. 

And then ^m out sequestered ferny nooks 

Old boats are launched, and men of wild 
descent, 
Untutored when she speaks, divine her looks, 

And all the magnitude of their intent. 

Then on the wave full many an oar is bent, 
And many a hoisted signal fans the gale, 

Now racing seaward jfrom the continent, — 
Not tumulting, but filling every sail, 
Until the driven skiffs gain the deep sea, and hail 

LXVI I. 

The royal frigates cruising. Toward the shore. 
Swiftly let down from giant vessel sides, 

Armed boats cut through the curling wave, and pour 
Into the bay, where prancing buoyant, rides 
Linda's frail shallop. Piloting she guides 

Toward the headland : her meek face is white. 
Even as the face of death —but there abides 

A look of firmness in it ; in the tight 
And blanchM lip, there is a world of woman's might — 

LXVIII. 

A world of power sublime — a woman's heaven — 
Divineness of all virtues wrought in one 

Upon her face, so wondrously that even 
The careless sailors as they gaze upon 
Its gentle sweetness feel devotion run 

Entrancing in their blood, and ask not why 
Her lips are silent, or what voyage begun 

So strangely bears them onward — if to die. 
To die at least with her— a happy penalty ! 
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LXIX. 



On the wild rock, the headland sharp and rude. 
Crowned by the fortress cayem^s monarch 
height, 

The boats are closing. Thitherward is viewed 
A blood-red pennon streaming in the light 
Of the hot mid-day sun, now dancing bright 

Upon the waters and the glistening rocks 

Of the broad mountains. Fixied is every sight 

Upon that pennon, whose wide waving locks 
The riveted gaze of all ; the gaze of one it mooks,— 

LXX. 

The gaze of one it fastens in despair : 

Ye pitying angels ! what portends that red 

And threatening banner floating fiercely there, 
In all the glaring pomp of colour spread 
Upon the breezes, — soaring overhead 

So straining to the eyes ? Are all things ill ? 
Are all things well ? Is it an idle dread 

That troubles Linda ? Languish how she will 
In heaviness of despaii*, hope wings her spirit stilL :,. 

LXXI. 

Lightly she leaps upon the rock, and then, 

Speeding and breathless, up the winding stair* 

Behind resounds the step of armed men. 
Unused to follow on a form so fair, — 
Bent firmly now to follow on where'er 

That form may lead them. 'Tis a solemn sound, 
That beat of footsteps in the freshening air 

Of the clear mountains, — echoing around 
In rock-deep murmurings, majestically found. 
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LXXII. 

The gathered boats now fringe the mountain's base, 
And endlessly the simple peasants leap 

Upon the rock, and earnest-hearted trace 

The climbing pathway, rising rough and steep 
Around the headland. Under them the deep 

Precipitously plunges, with tlie roar 

Of rushing waters ; the blue heavens sleep 

In clouds above ; behind them to the shore 
A ceaseless tread of men — a ceaseless tread before, 

LXXIII. 

Up to the precipice, upon whose brow, 

Paint, trembling, Linda stands. The spot 
bespeaks 

No trace of tumult ; all is silent now : 
Yet the sublimity of nature streaks 
A sudden paleness on the time-worn cheeks 

Of warriors, burst upon this awftil scene 

So wondrously : but that one form she seeks 

Meets not the glance of Linda, and between 
Her and the world beside love rises as a screen. 

LXXIV. 

What is the world to her ? she heeds it not : 
In mountain, and in ocean, and in sky, 

To her there is no wonderment, for what 

On other minds pours pomp and majesty. 
Is as mere blank before her listless eye. 

She starts toward the cavern, whence again 
The rebel meets her with triumphant cry, 

** Ah lovely Linda ! hast thou chosen then 
To wed the mountain chief, and be the queen of men ?" 



{ 
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LXXV. 



•1 



For Eotlmet only — speak not thus to me — " 

She answers, * ' have I come, and not alone — 

With thousands who will die, so he be free : 

Yield thou his life a ransom for thine own." 
** What pledge have I that mercy shall be shown 

If yielding Bothnet thus ? " the chief replies : 
** I have full many errors to atone ; 

Men look on me in somewhat evil guise ; 
What pledges wilt thou give ? A traitor must be wise." 

LXXVI. 

*' Then Rothnet lives — Eothnet is in the cave !" 

With joy she cries, and weeps away her fears : 
** Aught can I give — what pledges wilt thou have ?" 
And as her false tormentor smiling hears, 
She empties forth her thankful soul in tears, 
And bids him say what pledge he fancies meet, 
Divinely sobbing, ignorant how he sneers, 
Dissembling, — merely lingering on a sweet 
Entanglement of words to savour his deceit. 

LXXVII. 

'* Swear unto me, and then I will believe 

What thou dost fairly promise?" says the 
chief ; 
** Come, Linda, swear the oath, and do not grieve — 
It pities me to see a woman's grief; 
My heart is full — I must afford relief ; 
Come, swear the oath : this is a solemn spot : 

I could not look on thee without belief: 
*' I swear ! " she murmurs. '* Thou hast sworn — 
and what 
Arises from the oath ? thou understandest not. 
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LXXVIII. 

*' would that I could comfort thee, poor child ! 

Alas ! if Eothnet lived ''—'' He is not dead ! " 
Shrieks Linda starting, and then raises wild 

Her piteous hands and clasps her throbbing 

head: 
** If Rothnet lives — thou hast not falsely said — 
Thou hast not murdered him ? " Then with a smile 

He points her to the pennon hanging red 
From out the cavern : *'I but practised guile/' 
Laughing he yells to her, '* to feed thy hopes awhile — 

LXXIX. 

" To feed thy hopes — then dry them to the bone ! 

This is the oath, the vengeance I have sworn ! 
And why should I have mercy ? there's no stone 
Harder than is my heart : has it not borne 
Enough from thee and Eothnet ? ye did scorn, 
Triumphing o'er me once, and now this tpngue 
Taunts thee upon his death, and bids thee 
mourn ; 
Yes, bids thee mourn — the good — the fair — the 
young— 
And this is my revenge — the spirit I have wrung ! 

LXXX. 

'* And shalt thou too have vengeance in my death ? 
Care I for death ? such vengeance all is vain. 
The corse of Eothnet welters underneath — 

Perchance thy prow did strike it on the main ; 
Perchance his blood did red the waves, and stain 
The oar that dipped the water from thy side ; 

And thus ye faithfully have met again ! 
Seek him not here : ho floats upon the tide, 
Somewhere upon the wave — and ocean's waves are 
wide! 
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1 



** This is my vengeanoe. Let the thousands wait 
On thy command, athirsting for my blood. 
I am a hostage in the hands of fate, 

And reck not aught — whaterer is, is good. 
The mountains here upon this shore have stood 
Age upon ages : men have passed away ; 

whole armies perished; nations bemi subdued — 
Were these not flesh and blood? what now are 
they? 
What I soon shall be— dead — cold, fragmentaiy day — 

LXXXII. 

*' Sooner or later. Though these mountains stand, 
Death is for me — it little matters when : 
I have survived the glories of my land, 

The life of truth, the liberties of men : 
All these are vanished : who would linger then, 
And court the breath of a dishonoured race ? 

When moi-tals err, though nature still remain — 
Man cannot soar above his own disgrace, 
Swell from the deep of crime, and look life in the face : 

LXXXIII. 

** And therefore, man dishonoured, I prefer 

A martyr's death, the dealii thy swords will 
give : 
I am distressed to see my country err. 

And thus distressed, can have no wish to live. 

When virtue can with vice no longer strive, 

When slaves would not be free, methinks 'tis time 

The virtuous should die — that ye should drive 

Your swords into our hearts, stamping your crime 

In blots of blood upon the eternal rolls of time ! 
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LXXZIV. 

*' But perish all this foolery. Dost thou think 
I mean my words, and truly moralize ? 
I would -impress thee that upon the brink 
Of death I fear not ; all the rest is lies : 
I speak sincerely ; I would not disguise 
One thought from thee ; I am no moraUst ; 

I have but spoken thus lest thou should'st prize 
My death as thy revenge, and from the mist 
Of such delusion make what joy should not exist. 

LXXXV. 

*^ I fear not death, for freedom guards her own ; 

Swords of the brave shall flash — the free shall 
fight — 
And if we bleed, we shall not bleed alone." 
Then with a leer, the surfeit of his spite, 
He turns, and leaves her vacant on the height : 
And those around her linger petrified. 

As they had listened, on the mournful light 
In her pale features ; — till with mantling pride 
She flings away her grief, and calls them to her side — 

LXXXYI. 

Belateg her wrongs, and points them to the cave ; 

And yet beseeches that they will not slay, 
But act with mercy, worthy of the brave. 

Peasants and warriors with full eyes survey 

Her young face trembling ; who could speak 
her nay ? 
A look from her is such a heaven of words : 

And as her flrmness melts in tears away, 
Kesistlessly her sorrow strikes the chords 
Of feeling, and strong hands grasp the avenging swords. 
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LXXXVU. 




But wherefore dwell upon a bloody strife, 

When slaughter is so common ? ye must know 

The struggle of despair when death and life 
Lock ma^dly in the battle — foe with foe — 
Uncertain which is death until the blow 

Determine, and the battle claim its dead: 
It will suffice, perchance, to briefly show 

The bloodshed o'er, when death's hot bolts are sped, 
When life and death are fixed, and leave the fight 
unsaid. 

LXXXVIII. 

Stormed is the cave, and strewn within it lie 

The corpses of the slain : no rebel breath 
Pollutes the air : closed is each traitor's eye ; 

And many a broken sword has found its sheath 
In flesh and blood : for cowards within the teeth 
Of danger gather courage, atid they rushed 

Unnerved, even hopeful, on the glittering 
death ; 
And heeded not the bloodshed as it gushed 
On swords around, which dipped in the red flow, and 
blushed. 

LXXXIX. 

Last fell the chieftain, scornful to the end, 

A smile upon his lips — but why transgress, 

And touch on matter that should not be penned, 
And leave unscribbled what I should express f 
Yet who can dwell upon a heaviness 

Of grief beyond all tears ? what heart would brood 
O'er Linda's sorrow, and not make it less 

By speeding onward, till the coursing flood 
Of time afford its balm for stricken womanhood ? 
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XO. 

Homeward tlie waters roll the rustic band. 

Launched once again upon the sparkling bay : 

On deeper ocean white the sails expand 

Before the breezes : bright the curling spray 
Dances around, lit with the golden ray 

Of the last sunbeam, lingering divine 
In all the glory of departing day, — 

Yet dipping westward, where a thin blue line 
Of warrior vessels rides upon the heaving brine. 

xoi. 

Then silently on board the sailors leap : 

Clouds flood along the billows of the west, 

And through the heaven, and darkness fills the deep. 
It is a gentle night, and unpossessed 
Of aught unsteady tumult, yet no rest 

Seals the red eyes of grief, or stays the flow 
Of Linda's sorrow. — Soft a radiant vest 

Of delicate morning light, shot forth aglow 
From the far orient, mils on earth and deep below. 

xcn. 

Majestic in the newly dawning light 

Move the broad vessels, rolling with the bound 
Of heaving ocean on the bristling height. 
Fair is the rising morn, and aU around 
Tranquilly bright on ocean. Scarce a sound 
Breathes on the wave save from the peasant's oar. 
But hark ! the very echoes of the rocks have 
found 
Them voices, and the astonished mountains roar 
As it were with thunder hurled from darkling sea to 
shore. 
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xoni. 

Calm is the heaven. Across the unruffled wave 
Booms tilt) loud cannon. Crumbling heap on 
heap, 
A shattered ruin, falls the rebel cave : 

Then silence broods once more upon the deep ; 
And boats along the shore far scattered creep 
Searching the martyred Eothnet. In the glen 
Mournful they laid him. Close the billows 
sweep 
Around his resting. In the hearts of men, . . 

Though cold his clay in death, his spirit lives again, ^i 

xciv. 

Why should I linger, and protract the strain — • 
This weariness of words ? I have unrolled 
To mortal vision — and perhaps in vain — 

A fabled landscape from the days of old : 
Alas ! that all the colour is so cold, 
So fanciful and lifeless — ^that so tame 

Should be the work, when all the will was bold : 
I have disfigured — be it to my shame — 
And traced in water deeds that should have lived in 
flame. 

xcv. 

And should I offer pleading, or defend, 

Unreasoning, this hastiness of verse ? 
Be all my pleading that there is an end, — 

All my defending — that it might be worSe. 

I know the world — and justly — ^yells a curse 
On those that write untouched by the divine 

Of inspiration, lest the universe 
Overflow with rhyming and the worlds decline ; 
And though I would not say I feel such influence 
mine — 
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• XCVI. 

Yet issue forth these words, and calm await 

Hard language from the world. For I review 

To write even false of what is good and gi'eat 
Is not to write in vain. There is a clue 
Even in the false, whereby wo fathom through 

The deepness of tlie truth ; for by the shade 
Of falseness only know we what is true. 

Probing the dark, when its cold horrors fade, 
We feel the light the more — so arc our virtues made. 

XCVII. 

> 
And therefore, though this magnitude of theme 
Has paralized all sense, and made me speak 
Of things that arc substantial, in a dream 

Of doubt, with wild perception, dark and 

weak ; 
Yet from these wanderings, where I vainly 
seek 
To grasp at things, in their sublimity 

Beyond mere youthful vision, light may break 
Even thence on wiser minds, that they shall see 
In their perfection things that were too high for me. 

XCVIII. 

Oft by the failure of one man, success 
Attends upon another ; and the gale 

That sinks one vessel in the liollowness 
Of waters, wafts to port another sail : 
So liore upon this ocean where I fail, 

Helmless and sluggish, others shall have speed, 
Take profit in my weakness, and prevail : 

Even in my failure others shall succeed. 
Making the happy port whereto I strove to lead. 
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XCIX. 

But wherefore strive at all if but to fail — 

Embark thus rash upon the billowy sway, 

And tempt the breakers with a bark so frail ? 

"What need to steer where all the danger lay, 
And leave the calm ? That others might essay 

To pass the wave, and with a stronger hand 
Make for the freedom of the perfect day — 

The golden promise of the distant land 
We see but now in gleam, and cannot understand. 



c. 

There is before us — grasp it as we can — 

An all-momentous problem — a deep maze — 
An unseen truth : — the liberty of man — 

Even more involved than in remoter days. 

The wise have pondered it — the piercing gaze 
Of ages sought to fathom — but in vain : 

Whan half discovered, in a thousand ways 
It fails the panting vision, and again 
Assumes a mystic dress, as scorning to be plain. 



CI. 

That I should fail in such entanglement 

Is nothing strange : 'tis hard to seize the gold 

When dross and metal are so nicely blent. 

Yet as when through the battle's war is rolled 
The slaughter- volleyed thunder, ye would hold 

Young blood that rushed up to the cannon's mouth 
And courted his destruction, to be bold 

And somewhat worthy, though a hare-brained 
youth — 
Even so may ye regard my wild dash after truth. 
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CII, 

Such lenience is all I dare to ask — 

More than I hope to gain. But such things 
rest 
Beyond the present. I have put no mask 

Of coloured language on my thoughts, nor 

dressed, 
Ajffected, in an artificial vest, 
The first flow of my feelings — and thus thrown 

Upon a world all to a mould compressed, 
Surmise but little more will be my -own 
Than the hard withering slight that rests on names 
unknown. 

cm. 
• But it is foolish thus to murder rhymes 

In skirmish with the future, adding so 
Another to already countless ci'imes : 

Let's take the day, and let the future go ! 
Full little more it matters ye should know ; 
And scarce, indeed, the strain should be renewed, 

Bnt vanish here in silence, save to shew 
The gentle grace of a sweet widowhood. 
And all the heaven that may have being in woman's 
blood. 

CIV. 

How Linda lived her days — ^her angel hand 

To those that were on earth a heavenward 
guide ; 
Shedding Heaven's light on all, throughout the 
land. 
Herself as it were that light, she wandered 

wide. 
Breathing celestial words, — and love and pride 
Leapt in all hearts, so sweet her accents wore : 

And every virtue blossomed at her side ; 
And all the broadness of the land was fair ; 
And hatred was forgot ; and love was ev^x^^Vv^-^^. 
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CV. 



A hallowed name was Kothnet's. Eveiy breath 
That spoke of him was mellowed iu the light 

Of liberty triumphant in his death : 

And in his life men after would delight 
To trace true freedom, and as one unite 

His name and Linda's. Sweetly sank away 
Her ebbing years, as calmly the wide night 

Of dissolution drew on life's decay — ♦ 

To herald in the life of a more glorious day — 



ovi. 

Since inward being thirsts for more repose 

Than earth can give, and glories to recede. — 

And Avhether she, in simple nature, chose 
To rest in death by Eothnet — or, indeed, 
"Was one of those that hold a different creed, 

And reck not where the last sepulchral stone 
Confine the body, when the soul is freed, 

To lly the heavens, and make all space its own, 
Inblout Avith what it wills in spirit — is unknown. 



CVII. 

Now, as the Builder, when he seems to span 

Some fuller structure in his brain, will see 
Much disproportion in his earlier plan, 

And view it standing half reproachfully. 
Yet let it stand — so I, in i)oes3', 
Though some far loftier future edifice 

Soars in my mind, which knows what things 
shall bo, 
hough oven now I sliould build otherwise, 
se to rend this first rude work I half despise— 
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ovin. 

Half reverence — as does the Artist Ms — 

As being parent of some greater, far 
Seen through ttie future : but such language is 

Much drugged with vanity, I would think, as 
are 

The giddy thoughts of youth, when at a star 
High up in heaven it catches, and veils all 

The countless obstacles which yet may beu: 
The attainment — so that I would half re-call 
This flightiness, which only soars, may be, to fall. — 

cix. 

Britannia ! my Country ! as I stand 

Upon thy shore, beside the rolling sea, 

And bend my roving thoughts on land and land 
Across the circling blue, and back to thee 
From all the world, for only thou art free ! 

The pride of birth leaps on me, like the foam 

Leaps on the springing wave, that I should be 

A child of Freedom in thy love, and roam 
O^er all the world in vain to find a fairer home. 

ex. 

Though blood be on the nations, calmly beats 

The wave on thee. What though the affiighted 
Seine 
Run red with France's slaughter, and the streets 
Of drunken Paris welter in the slain — 
Though justice sicken in the gory reign 
Of anarchs, and the all-accursed brand 

Blot out the pride of ages, kept in vain 
To glut the frenzy of unholy hand. 
Deep dye a people's shame, and wring a prostrate 
land — 
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ft 

CXI. 

What Albion, thcm^li on Andalusia's shore 

Spain crushes her own children, and defiles 

The sacred portals where she met the Moor — 
Though cannon roar along the rugged piles 
Of mountain Biscay, — if thy happy isles, 

O thou the Queen of Nations, peaceful sleep 
In the fair hlue, and kinder fortune smiles 

Upon thy children, as the hold waves sweep 
In freedom round the shores of thy beloved deep ? 
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